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POEMS. 



THE VOICE OF NATURE. 

I SAT all day upon the lonely shore^ 

Sad, very sad, from all my kind apart ; 
No sound came near me save the wild wave's roar, 

But that was music to my weary heart : 
Entranc'd, I heeded not the flight of time, 

Hour after hour flew by unreck'd by me ; 
My own sad thoughts seem'd like a mystic rhyme 

Set to the music of the sounding sea : 
Scarcely I knew I lived, for to the past, 

As to another life, my mind looked back ; 
And to my soul, a ship with shatter'd mast. 

No beacon hope shone out to show the track. 

B 



THE VOICE OF NATUBE. 

At length the sun sank down^ and o'er the deep 

A sweet and solemn silence 'gan to broody 
The moon rose up behind the craggy steep, 

And touch'd with silver light cliff, strand, and flood : 
Then, though no hope was mine, yet by degrees 

Peace in the sea's voice o'er my spirit stole. 
And, with the wafting of the evening breeze, 

The Voice of Nature calm'd my troubled soul. 



SCAW FELL PIKES. 



I PASTED from a friend on Scaw Fell Pikes, 
He to descend past Glaramara's heights 
And great Bow Fell to Grasmere's quiet lake ; 
I to return where Wastdale's tarn low lies. 
Clouds hung around us as we bade God-speed 
Unto each other, and in misty shrouds 
Were other summits veiled, yet here and there 
Windows were cut by winds among the mists, 
Through which I might behold the distant sea, 
Mountains, and islands, dales, and hill-girt tarns, 
And Mona floating in the lurid waves. 
Parting in such a scene, to me it seem'd 
As if we two were then about to step 
Each to a different world ; and, left alone, 
I linger'd long upon that cloudy height : 
There all was wondrous still, no sound of men 
Broke the dread silence of that mountain crest. 
Which scarce I dared to break, yet now and then 
A wandering breeze brought up the broken sound 
b2 



SCAW FELL PIKES. 

Of some hill-torrent leaping fer below 
Among the rocks torn from the momit above. 
Oh, solemn thoughts came then upon mj mind ! 
I saw the might of God in all His works 
Which round about me were, and bl.ess'd the Hand 
That had such wonders made, and then I thought 
Of home and distant friends ; jes, one bj one. 
Old scenes, old friends did pass before mj mind 
Sad and in slow procession, and mine eyes 
Were fill'd with tears, for many that I saw 
Had pass'd from this world to a world beyond ; 
Yet, when I gaz'd again upon the scene 
Which circled me around, my heart was fain 
To bound with rapture, and I stood erect, 
Exulting in the mighty works of God. 



CHUECH BELLS. 



When I hear the sound of Church Bells 

Up the hill-side softly rise, 
Thoughts of old times crowd upon me, 

Tears gush from m j streaming eyes ; 
Old friends seem to stand hefore me, 

Dear hands seem to clasp with mine. 
Once again to earth recallM 

By your music, dreamy chime. 

Oh, how often ! Oh, how often I 

In the weary nights of old. 
Have I listened to your voices. 

Wondering at the tales ye told ; 
Tales of mirth, and tales of sorrow, 

Tales of weal, and tales of woe. 
Tales of holiness and daring 

Work'd by men dead long ago. 



CHUBCH BELLS. 

Often in the gusty darkness, 

Of the last night of the year, 
Have I heard yoiu: joyous voices 

Echoing from far and near; 
Now ye seem'd to fill the valleys 

With a full, melodious flow. 
Now to greet some distant mountain 

Would your wind-borne music go. 

Holy sounds were yours, and cheering 

To each wanderer in the night, 
Who, your joyous music hearing. 

Thought his dark path streak'd with light ; 
And then, hill and valley leaving, 

Your sweet notes pass'd out to sea, 
Reach'd the vessel darkly heaving. 

To the sailors peace brought ye ; 

Peace brought ye ! to them recalling 

Thoughts of cottage, homes and fires. 
Shadows on their minds are falling 

Of their loves, their friends, their sires : 
One by one upon the waters. 

Do the shades of dear ones fall, 
As when in the cheerful firelight 

Shadows flicker on the wall. 



THE SEA AT NIGHT. 



I WALK upon the silver sand 

Beside the solemn sea, 
And lo I a quiet and holy calm 

Comes stealing over me : 

And the far-off waters breaking 
Upon the distant strand, 

Seem like a falling echo, 

Of the sea-surge nigh at hand : 

And the fleecy clouds keep passing 

Across the star-lit sky. 
As the soft wing'd birds of passage 

"Which to the warm South fly. 

One headland in the distance 
Enshrined in summer haze, 

Casts its tall shadow forwards 
Athwart the pale moon's rays : 



. XHS 8SA AT NIGHT. 

Tkose rajft which on.lb^ heaving baj 

Quiver with palj light, 
Ab though the Ocean's lowest depths 

Were filled with beings bright. 

But ah I why not ? what men can tell 
That earth, and air, and sea 

Are not full-fill'd with angel-hosts, 
Or spirits blest and free ? 






TO 



My intercourse, dear friend, with thee 

Hfld far too little of alloy 

For this dull world of short-lived joy. 
For thou wert all in all to me. 

Ofttimes when I with thee conversed, 
I thought in secret in my heart 
That thou and I too soon must part. 

And lo ! thou hast departed first. 

Hadst thou remain'd, I well may fear 
This world had been too dear to me ; 
But parted now, loved one, from thee, 

The world is cold, and dim, and drear. 

Yet still, although of thee, dear friend, 
I wander on the earth bereft, 
I have thy bright example left. 

Abiding till my life doth end. 



10 TO . 

Yes, night by night, and day by day, 
I love to think of thee as near. 
And o'er a prospect dull and drear 

Thy memory casts a glowing ray ; 

I hear thy voice, I see thee move, 
Thy form still lingers in my sight. 
And 'mid the darkness of earth's night 

I glory that I owned thy love. 



L 



FRIENDSHIP mTEBEUPTED BY DEATH. 



We met, and then we parted, / to roam 
Onward upon the earth, thou to thy home : 
We met as those who on a desert track 
Meet and pass onwards, ofbtimea looking hack ; 
As ships which on the wastes of ocean meet 
Each from the far horizon, and which greet. 
And then pass on with mingling tracks of foam : 
One, 'mid the hoiling waves ; the other, home. 



THE ISLAOT) CITY. 



Thebe is an Island-city, from the sea 

Her palaces rise proudly, yet therein 

The ocean's voice is hush'd, for day by day 

The slow tides ebb and flow without a wave. 

Bound gilded domes, and in the silent streets, 

I have beheld, like flakes of driven foam, 

The sea-birds glancing in the lazy air. 

Deeming almost those sound-hush'd haunts of men 

As great a solitude as those lone eyots 

That raise their sandy shores from Adria's waves : 

And strange that Island-city's water-streets ! 

Tall ships sail in and anchor at the gates 

Of marble palaces with trellised bowers 

Of ruddy Oleander, and the tides 

Leave on the marble steps which gird the strand 

The paltry sea« wrack, tribute meet and fit 

To her who once ruled Adria's azure waves : 

And nought may break the stillness, save the plash 

Of passing gondol, or that fitfiil voice 

Which^ breaking on the ear, but serves to show 



THE ISLAND CITY. 

How deep and sad the silence^ — ^high in air, 
The voice of hells, from many a campanile 
And airy turre% calling men to prayer. 
Truly the Island-city seems to sleep 
A slumher deep, yet not the same she slept 
Ere first she sprang, like Yenus from the waves, 
To pride and victory ; no, not such as this 
The sleep of Venice now : her children's eyes 
Are dim with watching, and with tears for hopes 
Broken, protracted ; for a hatefrd foe 
Sits hrooding o'er her ruins, and her pride 
Is fallen, &llen ; where in times of old 
Her gonfalon waved proudly in the wind 
Before San Marco's portal, draggles now 
The sickly black and yellow ;* and the beaks 
Of gore-stain'd vultures vdth their double crests 
Peer down^ as longing for the people's blood. 
Ah I but a day vdU come^ an awfrd day, 
When Venice shall avenge her outraged state. 
And when the blue waves of the smooth lagoon 
Shall crimson with the blood of freedom's foes : 
Yet ne'er again shall Venice raise her head, 
So proud and queenly, as she raised it once 
Among the nations ; once laid in the dust. 
Dust must henceforth for aye cling to her crown. 

* The Austrian Imperial coloars. 



ONWABDS. 



Ceasb, dull soul, thy vain repining, 
All the clouds have pass'd away, 

Once again the sun is shining, 
Once again 'tb glorious day : 

Day for duty, day for action. 

Day for works of love towards all ; 

Be not of that cloddish faction. 

Who from choice would always fall : 

Fall and fail, when hope, and glory. 
Honour, duty point the way 

How to Hve for aye in story. 
How to find pure gold in clay. 

Others sure have sunk far lower, 
Yet have risen up the steep ; 

Though in tears thou'st heen the sower. 
Still in joy thou may est reap : 



ONWAEDS. 15 

Only hope> and hope possessing 
Think of those whoVe gone before, 

Who tum'd curses into blessing ; 
They had little — ^thou hast more. 

They had little, yet they acted : 
Thou hast more — ^go, do the same. 

Though thy hope be long protracted, 
Honour yet may follow shame ; 

And as bright suns seem the brighter 

After skies with clouds o'ercast, 
So thy path will seem the lighte):, 

When thy trials are all past. 



CRUSADma CmVALRY. 



Sound on, ye surges, rave, ye wild winds, rave, 
lift up youi* dirges for the great and brave ; 
The great are in the dust, the brave are low. 
And crush'd and riven now the martial show. 

Which even now in pomp pass'd by 

With all the gauds of chivalry. 
The might of horsemen and of them that bend the bow. 

Toll out, ye bells, ye bells of churches, toll. 
Your solemn music through the heaven roll; 
Toll for the brave who went forth to the fight, 
Shielded by faith, and mail'd in truth and right. 

Bing for the deeds so nobly done, 

Eing for the battle well-nigh won. 
But toll a prayer, ye bells, for the dead monarch's soul. 



CBUSABINO CmVALBY. 17 

Blow up the trumpets, minstrels^ loudly blow, 
Peal the dread organs solemnly and slow. 
And celebrate the fame of that brave band 
Who fell around their prince in heathen land ; 

Careless of earthly pain or loss, 

If they might but regain the cross, 
And save their captive brethren from the paynim foe. 



THE TWO SEAS. 



On yonder moon that shineth 

Across the silver bay, 
With one fiill often have I gazed 

Who now hath passed away. 

Where the waves break silveriest on the beach, 
Where the silveriest moonbeams strike the strand, 

I have lingered long in the summer night, 
Clasping that dear one's slender hand. 

But now across the silver sea, 

O'er which the moonbeams quiver. 
He hath gone, in the midst of his youthful prime, 

For ever and for ever ; • 

And a wider sea he hath cross'd than this. 
The sea that parts earth from heaven, 

And back unto the Holy One 
He hath his pure soul given* 



THE TWO 8BAB. 19 

And Still in the inland yalleys, 

And still in the calm lagoon. 
The night-air and the waters 

Are illumined hy the moon ; 

As each month she waxes in the sky, 

As each month in the sky she wanes, 
Her changing heams changelessly light 

The earth and the ocean plains ; 

And like the returning moonlight. 

The thought returns to me 
Of the friend of my heart who hath passed away, 

Crossing the double sea. 
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THE EAGLE. 



Sailing high 

In the sky, 

HoTering over land and sea, 

On the breeze 

I poise at ease. 

On the wind so wild and free. 

I take my rest 

Upon the crest 

Of some huge mountain capped with snow ; 

To lowly lands, 

Worked by men's hands, 

My lofty spirit scorns to go 

With scarce seen motion 
Wrinkleth the ocean, 
Far, far below me in the heaving bay, 
The planets are, 



THE EAGLE. 21 

Or seem, not far, 

So nigh I wander to their hlazing way. 

High in the air. 

So thin and rare, 

I mock the sun with flapping wings ; 

Lone, desolate, 

I hold my state. 

Looking down on all earthly things. 



CLAUDE AND LILIAN. 



liELIAN. 



O ! STAY and watch the lights of noon 

That struggle through the old lime trees, 
And mark the waves of the lagoon 

Stirred bj the mid-daj summer's breeze ; 
And listen to the warbling note 

Of many a bird on many a tree, 
Or down the blue lake's surface float, 

Leaning thy weary head on me ; 
And I thy throbbing brow will fan. 

And sing till thou dost calmly sleep : 
Leave not, dear Claude, thy Lilian, 

Nor try to-day yon frowning steep. 

Claude. 

Nay, stay me not, for I must wend, 

And climb the peak the fading sun-hght dies on, 
Thither my spirit longeth to ascend, 

My soul is ever with the far horizon. 



CLAUDE AND LILIAN. 23 

And so I left, and clomb the weary steep, 

Through woods of dim pines draped with moss so hoary, 
And for my toils my soul did rapture reap ; 

Down sank the sun o'er icy peaks in glory : 
I stood and gazed upon his dying fires, 

O, solemn then that mountain-peak and soundless ! 
Yet all unsatisfied my soul's desires. 

For that wide scene of grandeur was not boundless. 
On, on, on, on, the darkness strewed my way, 

On, fi5a*ther on, till broke the light of morning. 
From out the sea rose up the orb of day, 

Headland, far shore, and boundless waves adorning : 
Then did my heart beat high, for in the sea 

That infinite my soul so craved was given. 
Alone, of things below, supremely free. 

The ocean minds us of the expanse of heaven. 



OH, PRAY FOR THOSE AT SEA ! 



Thb wind roar'd wildly round the cot. 

As wildly as could be, 
Old Elspie to her William cried, — 

" Oh, pray for those at sea ! 

" And chiefly pray for our dear son 

Who left his happy home. 
Unmindful of thy grief and mine. 

O'er the wild waves to roam. 

" *Ti8 twaaty years ago this night 
That oiu* dear boy was bom, — 

Oh ! why did he grow up so wild ? 
Why leave us here forlorn ? 

" There was a time when our dear James 

Was kind to me and thee. 
But now oiu* poor old hearts are broke, — 

Oh, pray for those at sea ! " 



OH, PBAY FOB THOSE AT SEA ! 25 

Old Elspie heard amidst the winds 

A moYement at the door, 
They bring a covered burden in. 

And lay it on the floor. 

Why flutters now the mother's heart ? 

What can that biu'den be ? 
Why do the bearers silent stand? — 

Oh, pray for those at sea ! 

They draw the cold, damp swathings off, 

They leave the features free, 
Elspie and William see their son 

Stiff as the drown'd must be. 

They buried him beside the kirk, 

That stands beside the sea. 
And William carved upon his tomb, 

" Oh, pray for those at sea !" 



EICH AND POOK. 



When the rich and noble suffer, 
Then the fame is spread abroad : 

When the poor and humble suffer, 
No man knoweth, — only God, 



NIGHT THOUGHTS. 



Gazing, gazing from the casement out into the murky night, 
Far away I hear the voice of seaward wending rills ; 

At that sound to times far distant do my wayward thoughts 
take flight, 
And a strange impetuous longing all my weary spirit fills : 

For I long to hurl me, trustful, 'neath the seething, seething 
spray. 
Trusting to the waters' guiding to be cast on freedom's 
strand ; 
All heartless bonds of modem life I long to cast away. 
And hail as brothers all I meet on the shores of some 
better land : 



I 



28 NIGHT THOUGHTS. 

For time is ever fleeting, and this world grows very old, 
And false distinctions keep apart the brotherhood of men ; 

And as the world grows older, the hearts of men wax cold, 
The Earth waa fresh and young once, now it is not as 'twas 
then: 

Not now upon the wings of pm^ devotion soaring, 
*Do the rich and noble throng the solemn, shadowy aisle ; 

They have a golden god set up on high, and it adoring, 
Their brothers poor and low of heart are perishing the while ; 

Who to some proud usurper of the free old English land 
Trace, through streams of blood and tears, their lordly, 
lordly line ; 
Who piles of gold have heaped unnumbered as the sand, 
Wrung fi^m their brothers' sweat in town, or mart, or field, 
or mine ; 

These, and such as these, pass on in pride upon life's way. 
Stepping on the prostrate bodies of the Gk>d-beloved and 
poor, — 

Vessels fashion'd unto honour thinking scorn of kindred clay, — 
But the cry unheard on earth aye enters in at heaven's door.* 

Such thoughts as these inspiring me as I gaze into the night. 
Listening to the voices of the seaward wending rills. 

Sudden I behold the dawn approach with line of light 
Brighter, and brighter growing behind the eastern hills 

* James v. 4. 



NIGHT THOUGHTS. 29 

And my heart gains comfort^ though I know it may not be, 
That I be borne to better shores on the down-flowing river, 

For my soul looketh onwards, and onwards far I see, 
By the light of revelation, the poor at peace for ever : 

Each meek one and lowly-hearted who, in the dust cast down. 
Lived, and laboured humbly, in this weary world below, 

I seem to see in triumph crowned with a golden crown, 
•And robed in glistening vestments, white as the driven snow. 



A LEGEND OF ARNSTRAND. 



I WANDERED on the brown sea-sand 

Beside the barren sea, 
And there I met an ancient hag 

Whose looks were wild and free. 

Her long hair was of raven-black, 

And dark grey were her een, 
So soul-distraught a looking dame 

Was seldom, seldom seen, 

I cross'd myself upon my breast, 

Pray'd heaven to defend 
Me from all evil, suddenly she 

To me her steps did bend. 

" What dost thou here, young man," quoth she, 
Blest Mary ! how glisten'd her ee ! 

" Good mother, I walk and meditate," 
'^uoth I, and tum'd to flee. 



A LEGBNB OF ABNSTBANB. 31 

'* Thou shalt not go," the beldame cried, 

" Till I have said my say. 
To thee I'll tell a tale of blood, 

Thou can'st not choose but stay." 

I felt constraint to remain. 

And I stayed, though full loath ;* 
On a grey rock, which the flowing tide 

Did wash, down sate we both. 

Then she began : — " Dost see yon cliff, 

Under which the surges flow ?" 
She shriek'd aloud, and rock'd herself 

Backwards and forwards, to and fro. 

" 'Twas there some eighty years ago. 

Where now dark waves are flowing, 
A cottage stood within a bower 

Of honey-suckles growing. 

'' My father was an ancient man, 

I was his only daughter, 
One day a drowning mariner 

Was thrown up by the water, " 

" Mother, mother, let me go, 

The hour of noon is past" — 
"I swear thou shalt hear out my tale, 

If this hour be my last. 

* See note A. 



32 A LEGEXB OF ABNSTBAND. 

" We took this sailor to our cot, 

We tended him with care ; 
Dark were the stranger's piercing een, 

Dark was his glossy haii*. 

" I loved the foreign mariner, 

I long'd to be his bride, 
No more reck'd I for priest or sire, 

Or aught of good beside. 

"Oft sate I with him in our bower. 
With his warm hand in mine, 

To his fond words of love I said, 
* Stranger, I will be thine.' 

" * Wilt thou then fly with me,' he cried, 

" ' I am a rover bold. 
Thy father will I happy make 

With house, and lands, and gold ; 

" ^ I've heard my gallant bark 's escaped 

The perils of the sea, 
I will away to the Indian isles. 

There shaJt thou dwell with me.' 

" I yielded to his pressing words ; 

And as I left the cot, 
I saw the little bark of him 

Whose love I had forgot ; 



A LEGEND OF ABN8IBAND. 33 

*' My father's little boat I saw 

Gleam in the pale moonlight ; 
Him on the sea, toiling for me, 

I left on that curs^ night." 

<* Mother, mother, let me go, 

The day is waxing late :" — 
*' Hear how I sped," the beldame said, 

" With my false-hearted mate. 

** For a short time in joy I spent 

Each swift-returning day ; 
But my love he left me desolate. 

In his bark he sail'd away. 

** I thought then of my aged sire 

And of his love to me ; 
I vow'd I would return to him, 

Then lay me down and dee. 

" I punftdly retraced my steps. 

Without nor meat nor bread ; 
But when I reach'd our little home 

I found my father dead. 

' '' 'Twas said he with his failing breath 
For his lost daughter cried, 
And when she never came to him, 
Bow'd himself down and died. 



34 A liEGENB OF ABNSTBAND. 

" Oh, 'tis not house, nor lands, nor gold, 

Can make the heart rejoice ! 
Nor such as these can soothe the old 

Who lack affection's voice. 

'* House, lands, and gold, when hearts are cold. 

The aged seem to mock ; 
But where love is, there can the old 

Withstand auction's shock. 

" I felt myself a murderess, 

And fled away for fear. 
Wild and distraught I wandered 

Along the sea-coast drear. 

" Eoused was I by a fearful crash, — 

The cliff had fallen in, 
Burying my father's cot and corse. 

The record of my sin. 

" Though no man knows I am to blame, 

This rankleth at my heart : 
Oft am I still with grief distraught, 

And oft at nought I start. 

" Oft will my fether's spirit come 

And stand aby my side. 
Whispering, * Why didst thou leave thy sire 

To be a pirate's bride ? ' 



A LEGEND OF ABNSTBAND. 35 

*' At such times I no comfort can, 

Nor any rest, discover, 
Till I have told the mournful tale 

Of my false-hearted lover, 

** I've said my say ; to thee, young man, 

The way is free to go." 
She shudder'd as she spake, and rock'd. 

Backwards and forwards, to and fro. 

And then, as if hy fiends possest, 

She fled along the waste, 
Crying as eke she left my side, 

" I see my father's ghaist !" 
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OLD ASSOCIATIONS. 



SoHETHiNa has touch'd my heart, and in mj soul 

Past scenes and olden memories arise ; 
Over mj mind old recollections roll, 

And draw salt tears from out my streaming eyes. 

What can have moved me ? KnoVst thou not too well 
How little can the soul with old thoughts shroud, — 

A casual word, the pealing of a heU, 
A face seen haply in a passing crowd : — 

All these, and things like these, at any time 

May touch the human heart's mysterious springs, 

' 9 winds in concert to no earthly rhyme 
Will wake wild music on opposing strings. 



ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 



I watgh'b the sun sink in the waves^ 
I watch'd his golden^ lingering track ; 

Knowing he would more glorious rise, 
I felt I could not wish him hack. 

I watch'd my loved one's closM eyes, 
I wept heside his corse, in vain ; 

Knowing he would more glorious rise, 
I could not wish him back again. 

The sun is to man's life the light ; 

My Mend was to my life the sun ; 
Yet, say I now in this my night, 

" Gk)d's will in everything be done," 



THE DROWNED MAIDEN. 



Beneath a sea- worn rock I found a cave, 
The resting-place of many a weary wave ; 
High arch'd the towering mountain overhead, 
Which the clear emerald waters mirrored, 
And deep within the cave was the sea's rocky hed. 
Oh ! 'twas exceeding lovely to hehold, 
Weeds grew therein of green, and red, and gold. 
And with the plashing swell of the calm ocean 
Their branches wav'd, and wav'd with trembling motion ; 
Hither and thither they bow'd, in turn concealing 
Deep bowls of living rock, and them revealing ; 
Deep bowls of rock set thick with many a shell. 
Which gleam'd like lamps down in the deep sea swell, 
While all among the rest most glorious grew 
The star-anemones of scarlet hue. 
Entranc'd I lingered long beside this glassy pool. 
Catching the smooth sea's cadence till my heart was full ; 
When, gazing downwards in the azm-e depths below, 
I saw a form so white it seemed a form of snow ; 
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And then again the sea- weeds closed it round 
In shroud of green with gold and purple hound : 
Long, long I lingered, full at heart of wonder 

What thing so white lay in the depths helow : 
Long, long I lingered that the leaves might sunder 

Which waved, and waved for ever to and fro : 
Long, long I lingered, then the sea-weeds sway'd, 

Moved hy the surge ; oh, sad the sight now given ! 

Behind the tremulous veil of sea-weeds riven. 
Lay nude, and white, and fair, a drowned maid ; 
Her golden hair wav'd in the ocean swell, 

Clasp'd her white feet hy many an amorous weed, 
The plashing waves had rung her funeral knell, — 

Hers was a sad and lonely death indeed. 
Oh grief ! oh grief ! that one so young and fair, 
So loving and so lovely, should lie there ! 
Oh grief ! oh grief ! for him who loved her as his soul. 
That o'er her young hright face the salt sea surge should 

roU! 
Thus was I grieved in spirit, when the sea 
Moved her white hand, a farewell sign to me ; 
And then the weeds, on which her fair form lay, 
Clasp'd eagerly again their lovely prey ; 
And though I stay'd till evening died in the arms of night, 
The maiden's fidr form ne'er again was holden to my sight. 
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THE ACONITE. 



Thebe is a little flower that blows 

In the earliest days of spring, 
No blossom that the summer shows 

Can any greater beauty bring. 

Tis very small — a golden cup 

Surroimded by a frill of green, 
Out from the scarce-thaw'd earth comes up 

When nought beside of life is seen. 

Yet it an earnest seems to give 

That earth once more shall sweetly smile. 
That all dead things again shall live, — 

New things arising all the while. 

Welcome, aa that kind spray of green 
Brought by the dove to father Noah, 

The Aconite by me is seen. 

Proclaiming that the worst is o'er. 
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To those who, coop'd within the ark, 

Were toss'd upon the restless tide, 
The olive branch, green earth's first mark, 

Seem'd lovelier than all beside. 

And so to me, whom winter's cold 

And sunless days have low deprest. 
The Aconite, with gleam of gold, 

Brings hope of respite and of rest 



THE NEW-BUILT SHIP. 



PAET I. 

Smooth as glass the harbour lay. 
Smooth :.i5 glass the heaviDg haj, 
Only, by the headlands flowing. 
Were the tides by foam-tracks showing 
Whitherward their current lay. 

Motionless upon the bay 
A gallant new-built vessel lay ; 
And imag'd in the waters bright, 
Kight underneath in greeny light. 

Trembled each mast, and spar, and stay. 

The ship was painted white and blue, 
And at her peak an eagle flew. 
Embroidered by the fingers fair 
Of yonder maiden weeping there. 
With tender eyes of softest hue. 
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But gather'd on the lighthouse rock, 
That stands unmoy'd the wild waves' shock. 
There is a joyous noisy crowd ; 
Each than his co-frcre laughs more loud, 
As if he were of laughing proud. 

See the ship's-builder chatting there, — 
That thin old man with grizzled hair : ^ 

And see the merchant stout and tall, 
Of yonder ship he owneth all, — . 

Stem, stem, keel, masts, and cargo rare. 

And in and out the crowd he stalks. 
With one and with the other talks : 
Says he, " A ship so taut and trim 
Did never on the salt sea swim : " — 
All in the crowd are envying him ; 

Save one old man, who, crabb'd and bent. 
To many a mutter'd word gives vent ; 
And who, with sidelong solemn leer, 
Cries, " Wait, my hearties, for a year. 
And then laugh to your hearts' content." 

" What do ye mean?" a widow cries. 

The tears half starting in her eyes ; 
" What do ye mean ? there's no risk, sure, 

So taut a ship must be secure ;" — 

<* She was launch'd on a Friday," he replies. 
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The merchant's face grew dark and dim, 
As a cloud had overshadowed him; 
And all the merry, hustling crowd, 
That even now were laughing loud, 
Seem'd suddenly cast down and cow'd. 

But now a rustling sound was heard. 
And all the upper air was stin^d ; 
And on the hills hehind, the trees 
'Gan sighing to the coming hreeze, 
As if they had some grief incurred. 

Then gaily from the good ship's deck, 
Answer'd on shore hy many a heck. 
And many a cheer from many a tongue. 
The jovial song of the sailors rung. 
Who up the ponderous anchor swung ; 

Who spread the sails so white and new. 
Who fasten'd the cordage taut and true. 
And who, when this their task was o'er, 
Gave three loud cheers, and three cheers more. 
To lifr the hearts of friends on shore. 

Away, away the hlue waves through 
The gallant good ship * Eagle ' flew : 
Ahout her keel the foam was flying ; 
Friends on the shore to ship replying 

With cheers and tears for those they knew. 



THE NEW-BUILT SHIP. 45 

Th^re was a widow standing there^ 
With hands uplifted in heartiest prayer ; 
There was a maiden^ tender and true. 
Who silently pray'd as the good ship flew^ — 
In truth, these twain were a sorrowful pair. 

Farther and farther fading from view 
The gallant new ship * Eagle ' flew, 
And the crowd, now so silent, fix'd their eyes on 
That doubtful space where a fleeting form dies on 
The senses of man in the hazy horizon. 

It was gone, — and the crowd, on the lightihouse rock 
That stands unmov'd the rude breakers' shock, 
Began to disperse, and only a few 
Lingered ; for now in their hearts they knew 

That the ill-omen'd words of the old man were true,- 

Who had said that it was an unlucky day 
When the new ship first on the waters lay. — 
But at last, e'en the few to their homes in sorrow 
Eetum'd, and they " bitterly thought of the morrow," 
Now their dearest and brayest had yanish'd away. 
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PAET 11. 



A YEAB had pass'd, and on the rock, 
That stands unmov'd the wild waves' shock, 
Had gathered together a trembling crowd ; 
And the voice of the storm- wind was fiuious and loud, 
And the foam of the' sea was as white as a shi^ud. 

In rushing with force to the rock-bound bay, 
The headlong tide of the ocean lay. 
Bearing along a shatter'd hull. 
Bound which wheel'd many a shrieking gull, 
With wings as white as the seething spray. 

And the trembling crowd kept silence deep, 
As they stood gazing forth from the lighthouse steep, 
Or if one spake, 'twas with bated breath. 
For all knew the hvll, and that certain death 
Awaited the crew on the sharp rocks beneath. 
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The merchant was there, — and his face was pale, 
And his knees heneath him began to fail. 
And backwards and forwards he hurried in haste ; 
And he prayed as he gaz'd o'er the watery waste. 

Though he knew that no ship could outweather the gale. 

The widow was there, — ^and standing aby, 
An old man stood with triumph in his eye ; 
And the crowd shrank back as he came anear, 
And cried, " My hearties, what cheer ? what cheer ? 
She was launched on a Friday, this very day year." 

No answer gave they, for a terrible shock 
Told the ship had struck on the lighthouse rock ; 
One terrible shriek gave the crew from the deck, 
Then a sudden pause, and fragments of wreck 
Did the top of the wild waves everywhere fleck. 

The next mom was as cahn as calm could be, 
And the maiden walk'd and wept by the sea ; 
She walked to the opposite side of the bay ; 
And there, where the rippling waves were at play, 
The corpse of a young drownM seaman lay ; 

And clasp'd in his hands, to their trust still true. 
Was the flag which once at the ship's peak flew, — 
Was the flag which but a short day before 
Had waved o'er the crew who were now no more, — 
Who were wreck'd on the rocks of their native shore. 



^ THESE IS NO SUNSHINE HEEE." 



These is no sunflbine here but hath its shade. 
There is no floret here that doth not fade ; 
Summer leaves and autumn fruits must wither on the tree. 
Wonder not then, my soul, all is not bright with thee. 

Darkness follows light, the night succeeds the day, 
Youthful beauty fades, young strength must needs decay ; 
Dark riyers mingle with the clear waves of the sea, 
Wonder not then, my soul, all is not bright with thee. 

Ailer darksome days more brightly shines the sun, 
Brighter seem blue skies when the rain is done ; 
To look back to his prison-house is joy unto the free. 
And after darkness, O my soul ! it brighter is with thee. 



FURZE BLOSSOMS LATE IN AUTUMN. 



The barren sea is fleck'd with foam. 

Upon the moor the bents are dying, 
And from the waning autunm copse 

The last red autumn leaves are flying. 
All Nature speaks of dull decay, 

Her features stiffening into death ; 
Yet still a far-off golden ray 

Comes glancing from the windy heath : 
It is the yellow-flowering furze, 

Which lightens up the autumn gloom, 
As roses with wild-wandering arms 

Will sometimes deck a desert tomb ; 
As sometimes, when life's goal is near'd. 

Saints' dying lips part with a smile. 
For though earth's pains be hard to bear. 

Heaven's angel-music sounds the while. 



ICEBERGS. 



Wb lay all night I)eneath the northern sky, 
Kocking upon the waves, from out of which 
White spectral forms uprose, awful and vast ; 
Forms as of castle turrets, from whose walls 
Hung icy shrouds, and pennons laced with frost ; 
Forms as of giant-men, with snowy heards, 
CrownM with snowy crowns, and rohed with ice ; 
Forms ancient, god -like, which from out the wave* 
Lifted themselves, and moved along the sea 
Tn sad and slow procession ; hut at times 
Their crowns fell off ; hut, shorn of these, they still 
March'd on their silent way, — a ghostly crowd : 
Around their hases plash'd the heaving tides ; 
Dark were the shadows, — ^yet at times e'en there 
Fire* hlazed from out the deep, when undermined 

* The photphorMcent appearance of the tea. 
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A mighty fragment of some Iceberg fell, 
Some snowy crown perchance, or icy shroud. — 
'Twas wondrous to behold, the two extremes 
Of earthly torment seemed there to meet, 
Yet in such awful beauty, that the soul 
Bounded with gladness, and was fain to praise 
The might of Him who, with the icy cold. 
Sent frigid fire to light the northern waves. 
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ON LEAVING OXFORD. 



Another beacon on life's voyage is past, 

I cannot see the one which lies before ; 
And though my lifeboat down life's stream drifts fast, 

I see no certain line of distant shore. 

Till now, safe in the haven's sweet repose, 

My sails flapp'd idly on the gentle gale. 
But now the storm-cloud dark and darker grows ; 

Alas f if on its voyage my bark must fail. 

The calmest waters I have left behind, 
Nor know if them I e'er may greet again, 

Beyond the waves are curling with the wind ; 
Oh ! have I strength to stem the stormy main ? 

In yon fair haven I had friends to love, 

Friends whom to part with pierced my soul with grief ; 
Oh ! on the waste o'er which I now must rove, 

Who to my loneliness will bring relief? 
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Courage, my heart I behind yon bank of haze 

The land is lying gleaming in the sun ; 
Courage, and onwards ! by his distant rays 

Thou ma^st perceive that glory may be won ! 

Courage, and on I the memory of friends 

Shall cheer, though once thou wert half broken-hearted : 
The bright past to the present brightness lends ; 

True friends and dear can ne'er be really parted. 

Absent or present, friends are bound by love. 
Each for the other feels, and for the other prays ; 

And though o'er stormy seas one friend may rove, 
The other's prayers guide him to pleasant ways. 

Courage, my heart ! earth is not as it seems, 
E'en in the dust pure gold is sometimes given ; 

The dullest season has its brighter gleams. 

And earth affords sometimes a glimpse of heaven. 



GWENDOLENE AND ARTHUR. 



OWKNDOLENE.— Za^ of CtUWoUoH, 

AB.TRVR.— Shepherd of Jrvondale, 
Elspie. — Nune to Qwendolene. 
Ivan. — An old Seneschal of CaiwMon. 



G^'ENDOLENE AKD AETHUE. 



The sea-shore at night : the moon shining. 

GWBNDOLENE, 

O JOY ! we meet again : through the long day 

The birds were singing ; and the rippling sea 
Plash'd in sweet cadences around the bay, 

But that sweet music brought no rest to me, 
For thou wert absent, Arthur ; ah, how long 

All the bright noontide unto me did seem ! 
As unto those whose thirst bums deep and strong 

Long seems the road that leads them to the stream. 
But when the sun sank, and on strode the night, 

Then my poor longing heart again beat high ; 
Arthur ! you answer not, and this pale light 

Shows fires unwonted gleaming in thine eye. 
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ABTHUB. 

Strange things, strange things have happ'd since last we met 

Beside the sad sea, gentle Gwendolene; 
The calmer planet of my life hath set, 

Arthm* no more can he as he hath heen. 

GWENDOLENE. 

Oh, how my poor heart throhs ! In this hrief space 
What can have wrought so great a change in thee ? 

Why does thy form dilate ? why do thy feet 
Hasten, as anxious to depart from me ? 

ABTHUB. 

Strange things, strange things have happ'd since last we met 

Beside the sad sea, gentle Gwendolene ; 
A tide from dreamland on my soul hath set, 
Arthur no more can he as he hath been : 
Last night my mother lay a-dying, 

Mother of mine, my Gwendolene, no more, 
And as her soul was flying, flying 

Across the sands of this life's shore. 
She stopp'd upon the brink a moment. 

Upon the brink of death's dark sea, — 
** Son Arthur, thou wert my true son never, — 

Thou art of noble birth," said she ; 
** The Lady of the Lord of Arvon, 

Of Arvon's waste and Moel More, 

Died in the night amid the birth-pangs. 

And dying, thee, son Arthur, bore. 
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Mine own sweet .babe lay in his cot 

Beside the dying Lady's bed, 
' He shall be Lord of Moel More, 

And Arvon^s silent waste/ I said ; 
And when thy father, noble Orfryn, 

Eetum'd triumphant from the war, 
My son it was, in princely mantle, 

That he within the cradle saw. 
O Arthur, curse me not, I pray ; 
Bitterly now do I rue the day ! 
For the Lord of Dundallon made war on thy sire. 
And bum'd his proud tower with the flames of the fire ; 
Thy father was slain with his broadsword in hand 
As he hew'd out his way through the enemy's band. 
And the Lord of Dundallon, asleep in his cot 
Slew the child which he thought Moel More had begot — 
Slew the babe I had home, with his pitiless spear. 
And no mother was present to wail at his bier, 
Arthur, my eyes are growing dim, 

Kiss me once more I pray ; 
Thou art alive instead of him 
Who first on this breast lay, 
Kiss me and curse pie not, I pray, 
For by my deed thou livest ;" — thus my mother cried. 
And as I bent to kiss, she bow'd herself and died. 
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GWENDOLBNE. 

Oh, sad, sad tale ! oh, mournful history 

Of woman's sin and woman's punishment ! 
Oh, strange, strange tale ! oh, mournful mystery 

Of judgment and of mercy interblent ! 
Strange that my heart can find it to rejoice 

That one so young and innocent was slain ! 
Yet this it is, by it I hear thy voice. 

And, hearing, cannot in my heart compltdn. 
But, Arthur, why these clouds upon thy brow ? 

Now thou art noble, dost thou me despise ? 
Something has changed thee ; formerly, as now, 

Such glances gleam'd not from thy hazel eyes. 

ARTHUB. 

Yes, I am changed ; and in my burning soul 

Strange half-desires of high distinctions rise ; 
Over my mind resolves ambitious roll 

That I will fit me for the priceless prize 
That I have gain'd in thee : O Gwendolene I 

To love a shepherd-lad thou didst descend. 
Him thou shalt never wed, but as a queen, 

With Arthur, thou o'er Arvon's hills shall wend : 
Not as a peasant, at thy &ther's hand 

Will I to crave my Gwendolene now deign. 
But as a prince 111 come to make demand. 

Foremost and bravest of a shining train. 
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GWEMDOLENIS. 

Arthur, the hour is come^ and I must wend 

Back to my dull, dark home. 
Strange that home-joys should only me attend 

When I &r distant roam ; 
In thee my weary spirit finds a home ; 
Yes, thou, thou art my home, thou art the star 
That lightest up my lonely path on earth : ' 
Ahsent, I see thy light gleam from afar ; 

Present, new joys within me have their hirtb. 
Yet ere I leave this moonlit shore. 
Thee I would fain implore, 
To make these lofty thoughts to leave thee 
Which will of peace bereave thee. 
Arthur, farewell, good angels thee attend ; 
Ardiur, farewell, 'tis time that I should wend ! 

[She departs.l 

ABTHDB. 

Good angels guard thee, Gwendolene ! yet turn once more 

and bless 
Me with one long last look of thy great loveliness ! 

[She turns and smiles upon him,~\ 
Qood angels, guard her I what a heavenly snule 
Gleam'd on her pale iace as she tum'd to go ! 
Her white hand beckoning a farewell the while. 
Her white hand whiter than the winter snow 
That shone of old upon the barren fell, 
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When first I found her lost and desolate, 
And brought her down in safety to the dell, 

All, all unconscious of my future fate : — 
Good angels guard her ! lost unto my view 

Mine eyes still seem to see her on the shore, 
Mine ears still hear her tender words and true, — 

" Banish those high thoughts, Arthur, I implore : '* 
^' Banish those thoughts ! " ah no ! it may not be ! 

Such thoughts and hopes are now a part of life : 
Wealth ! rank I my Gwendolene, it is for thee 

I long to breast the hard unequal strife : 
Oh ! once establish'd in my rightful state, 

How sweet to stoop to her who stoop'd to me ; 
With Arvon's Lord a queen might hope to mate, 

But, Gwendolene, none will be wed but thee. 

[^He enters a cave hy the «««.] 
This soothes my heart indeed ; the ceaseless sighs 

Of the unchanging, ever-changing sea 
Strike on mine ears, like sleep on weary eyes. 

Weary with watching, watching wearily : 
Now the sea's voice comes moaning from its cells, 

Afl of old time the winds across the moor 

Came wailing through the bents and past our door 
Far up behind amongst the craggy dells ; 
And the sea-surges, like the rushing wind. 

Babe in my soul the thoughts of days of eld : 
Hearing, I feel myself again a child ; 

Hearing, see things ne'er more to be beheld ; 
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Hearing, I see once more upon the mount 

My snowy flocks amongst the cystus flowers 
Once more I lead them to the hubhling fount, 

Once more I hide them in the arbute bowers. 
Again I cross the lonely midnight fell, 

O'er which the moon her silent course is wending, 
Again the myriad stars I try to tell, 

Whose tiny fires are with the moonbeams blending ; 
Again I enter at the cottage-door. 

And greet my mother, who was none of mine ; 
Again I sport upon the sandy shore, 

Gathering striped shells that in the sunlight shine ; 
Once more I greet the dawn of that glad day 

In which I breathed my love to Gwendolene ; 
Once more I tune my reed-pipe to the lay 

In which I sang of her as beauty's queen ; 
Once more — but I have reach'd the river 

That parts the past from the present hour. 
And time, which wendeth onward ever, 

Points to a future where storm-clouds lour. 
Henceforth an upstream voyage I fare, 
With rocks and eddies everywhere. 
And yet, amid this turbulent strife. 
The placid waves of my olden life 
Still seem to re-echo with cheery sound, 
" Onward, still onward, let courage abound I " 



64 OW1SND0I.ENS AND ABTHDB. 

[A room in (he CcuUe of CasuHxUon, Owendolene read-' 
ing: her nuree EUpie enters haMiily.'] 

GWENDOLBNE. 

Oh nurse, nurse, nurse t what makes thee look so wild ? 

Why de salt tears from out thine old eyes well? 
Why dost thou stand and tremble ? 

ELSPXE. 

Sweetest child, 
To thee I have a mournful tale to tell. 

I was returning by the wan moonlight 

Along the cliffs which marge the tumbling sea. 
When on the breeze a voice from under me 

Came wailing up, which fill'd me with affright : 

A sad low wailing as of one in pain, 

Fell on mine ears from out the caves below, 
Bising and falling with the waters' flow, 

Now waxing louder, now upon the wane. 

At first I thought it was a sad sea-bird 

Warning of coming tempests wild and strong, 
And then I deem'd it was a merman's song, 

Such as long years ago men said they heard : 

But when I came upon the cavern's edge, — 
A deep dark circle with the sea beneath, 
Oonceal'd above by many an ivy wreath. 

And many a bush all woven in a hedge, — 
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I knew the voice was liuman, and & dread 

Fell on me, for I knew that certain death 

Awaited one who entering from beneath 
Stay'd till the sea refill'd its rocky bed. 
** Oh, help, help, help ! " so rang the mournful cry ; 

" Oh, help, help, help I the waves are roimd me flowing. 
Oh, help, help, help ! for I must surely die. 

Strong are the waves, and there is no out-going : 
Oh, help, help, help ! and must this be the end 

Of every high hope, every lofty thought ? 
Is there no hope ? may I ne'er more outwend ? 

O cruel fate, that hath such evil wrought ! '* 
As thus the voice despairing made complaint, 

Weaker and ever weaker did it grow ; 

Then came a silence, but the ceaseless flow 
Of waves on-murmur*d : — ^Lady, are you faint. 
That thus you look so deadly, deadly pale ? 

You knew him not, who in the cave was drown'd ; 

Yet I him knew, e'en by his voice's sound : 
Arthur it was. Shepherd of Arvondale. 

GWENDOLENS, 

Arthur of Arvondale ! it may not be. 

It cannot be that Arthur is no more ; 
A few short hours ago he walk'd with me 

Beneath. the moonlight on the sandy shore. 
Yet, if it be so, wherefore am I here ? 

O nurse ! if ever thou hast loved thy child, 
p 
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Hasten with me ; Arthur to me is dear, 
In him my love, my life is all enisled. 

Hasten with me, sweet nurse, nor think I rave ; 
Within my bosom bums a fearful strife ; 

Lead me, sweet nurse, I pray thee, to the cave. 
Still there is time to save his precious life. 



No, all is over now, O Lady ! stay; 

All, all is over, stay until the glow 
Of dawn lights up the tide that ebbs away 

Back from the caves which pierce the cliffs below : 
Stay till the morning. Lady, and well send 

To search the sea-caves and the sandy shore. 
It is not fitting for thee to out- wend; 

Stay till the morning. Lady, I implore. 

GWBNDOLENE. 

kj nurse ! I have no mother, and my sire 

Back from the camp I never more may see, 
Therefore I yield me unto thy desire. 

Thou art a more than mother unto me : 
I will be patient, but I'll kneel in prayer 

Through the dark watches of this mournful night ; 
I will be patient, yet, sweet nurse, prepare 

To lead me forth at earliest dawn of light. 
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[Sunrise, Owendolene kneeh at a easement gazing 
out over the sea* A party of fishermen approach, hearing 
a covered burden^ 

GWEia)OLENE. 

0, it is glorious, glorious to behold 

The golden sun rise from the silver sea ! 
O, it is glorious, that bright path of gold, 

That leadeth down from his great orb to me ! 
O, it is wondrous fair ! the mists that roll 

From off the headlands, struck by the sun's rays, 
Seem like dark shadows passing from the soul 
Of one who sees the dawn of happier days : 
O, it is fair ! and tiie blithe sounds, that teU 
Of all things rising up from death to life^ 
Seem from my heart to lift the heavy spell 
And of my soul to calm the raging strife. 

[She perceives the fi>shermen,~\ 
But ah I what solenm sounds are these 
Rising and falling on the breeze ? 
Who are these ? what are they bringmg 

With their solemn, heavy tread ? 
Who are these advancing singing 

Bequiescats for the dead ? 
Who the dead one they're attending 

With that sad, unceasing wail ? 
Can it be that they are bending 
Up the glen to Arvondale? 
F 2 
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Can it be, or do I dream ? 
Are things really as they seem ? 
Ah ! I fear the sad words spoken 

By nurse Elspie are too true, 
And my poor heart will be broken, 

For my love was deep and true» 
Oh, my Arthur ! for thee gladly 

I had laid me down to die ; 
Sooner now I'd die than sadly 

Live, now broken is the tie,— 
Broken is the tie that bound me 

To this weary world below ; 
When all things seem'd dark around me, 

Thou their secret light didst show : 
Loving thee, the face of Nature 

Seem'd more lovely than before ; 
Loving thee, earth's every feature 

Smiled upon me more and more : 
But now thy course on earth is run, 
Clouds and mists obscure the sun. 
Of my existence, and I hear, 
Faintly falling on the ear. 
Voices whispering in the air 
From the dim caves of despair ; — 
Yet now those voices sad are changing 

For a fuller, sweeter sound, 
Through the expanse of heaven ranging 

High and low> and round and round : 



GWENDOLENB AMD ABTHUB^ 69 

Soft and slow, 
Faint and low. 
Voices as of angels callings 
Faint and low^ 
Soft and slow. 
On mine ears are ever falling ; 
Like the salt tide's ebb and flow, 
Fainter and louder and fainter they grow ; 
Louder and fainter they wax and wane, 
Ebbing and flowing and ebbing again ; 
And now the sounds have altogether died, 
And I am falling, falling, like the flUling tide. 

[She fcUh forwards. ] 

IVAN. 

Come, tell me, Elspie, how it was you found her. 

Our gentle Lady, Lady Gwendolene ; 
Sad that she died with no kind arm around her, 

A death more mournful sure hath never been : 
Come, tell me, Elspie, for I loved her well. 

And we have lived as friends for seventy, seventy yeai*s. 
To such old folks as we, each death speaks like a knell, 

For we must follow soon; ah me! I cannot stay my tears. 

ELSPIE. 

Yes, I will speak. I found the Lady Gwendolene 

Kneeling as she had knelt through all that mournful 
night; 
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Her head bow*!! on the casement sill, with all the golden 
sheen 
Of the sun's rising rays upon her face so snowy white. 
Her hands in prayer were folded, and all her golden hiur 
Streamed back into the room, stirr'd by the breeze of 
morning. 
You scarce could have believ'd her soul no longer there. 
So sweet a look of peace her pale face was adorning. 
^e carried her to burial, of her race the last and best. 

And as we bore her corse along, sad was her people's wail ; 
And near her stately sepulchre her best-belov'd doth rest, 
Arthur, the young, the &ir, the brave Shepherd of 
Arvondale. 



THE SWEDISH NIGHTINGALE 

AT STtANDKEVs HALL, NORWICH. 



A CBOWD tumultuous as the heaving sea 
Fill'd all the ancient hall ; I mark'd theii* faces 
Uptum'd, and eager as from hope deferr'd : 
Then, suddenly, a girl before them all 
Stood up, array'd in simple dress of purple. 
With all her tresses wreathed back from her face : 
Stood she-a moment rapt and motionless. 
With eyes to heaven raised, as seeking strength ; 
And then her thin lips parted, and a sound. 
Solemn and thrilling, rang through all the hall ; 
Solemn and thrilling, yet exceeding sweet, 
Rising and felling like the fitfrd wind, 
Yet bearing all before it in its course. 
Hearing, the crowd as rapt and motionless 
As she had been remain'd, nor scarcely dared 
To move or breathe, fearing to break the spell 




L 
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That lay upon them^ or to lose one note 
Of that most wondrous Toice, which still rang on, 
Kising and falling, till, by slow degrees. 
Like some soft breeze, it died and died away. 
Then for a moment's space a silence deep 
Held sway amongst the crowd ; it was as if 
An angel-harper had pass'd through the hall, 
Sweeping his golden harp-chords as he flew : 
So was the silence ; then, with one accord. 
The multitude tumultuously arose. 
Heaving with deep emotion and with joy 
Mingled with wonder, and gave forth a shout. 
Which echoed round the fretted roof above. 
And stay'd the passers in the streets without ; 
And she, the wonder-working songstress, smiled. 
And gently bow'd herself, and so retired, 
Simple and unaffected as she came. 



ON HEARING A POOE WOMAN SINGING IN 
THE STREET, 

WITH TWO SICK CHILDREN. 



Of old the captives by Euphrates' streams 

Hung up their harps upon the trees thereby, 
Nor could they tune their voices to the songs 

Of Zion, as they pined in slavery : 
O woman ! thou hast borne a weary load, 

And grievous must it be to act thy part, 
To be constrained for thy children's bread, 

To sing a merry song with breaking heart. 
Though others may deride thy thin weak voice. 

To me it seems a voice from heaven above ; 
Woman's affection speaketh in thy tones. 

And, holiest of all, a mother's love. 



OASIS; 



All day I wander'd on a desert track. 
Thirsty and faint, burning the sky above, 
And burning too the sands beneath my feet, 
Mirag'd on which, sun-struck and quivering, 
At times broad rivers seemed to cross my path. 
And blue lakes gleam'd before me, images 
Which mock'd my fainting senses ; no sweet rest, 
As unto others, brought the night to me ; 
On, on I wander'd, hoping against hope. 
But when the sun again rose o'er the plain, 
His face was chequer'd with a lattice work 
Of waving palm-trees, and the song of birds 
Hymning the day-dawn fell upon mine ears, 
Mingled with sounds of waters ; on green turf 
Sparkling with dews and mossy I reclin'd, 
Until my wearied limbs, new strength obtaining, 
Wam'd me again to seek the desert track : 
And so I left that shady grove of joy, 
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Left it at midniglit, and pursued my way 

Under the starlit skies across the sands. 

But though the sun rose up with fervent heat. 

My strengthened frame did faint not : memories 

Of the Oasis I had lately left 

Succoured and cheered me ; as a love-sick youth 

GK)e8 on his way rejoicing, having seen 

The face of her he loveth. O my friends ! 

Oxford was the Oasis of my life ; 

Ye were the trees, the fountains, and the birds 

Which made it grateful, and the thought of you 

Lighteth my journey o'er the sands of life, 

And bears me onward ; when inclined to faint, 

Your steadfast friendship lifts me, and though some 

Ffdr trees and stately are no longer there, 

Yet seem they still to overshadow me 

As once they did 'mid those cool-cloister'd shades 

Which marge the bank of Isis' classic stream. 



REMEMBKANCE 

OP THE FICTUBES FAINTED ALONG THE MILL-BRIDOB AT LUZEBIT.* 



There is a sad procession passing by ; 

It is the Dance Macabre, and the eye 

Of each who takes in that sad pomp a part 

In passing shoots an ice-pang to the heart. 

Death leads the way, and on his skinny drum 

With bones beats time to those who after come : 

Death leads the way, ah ! see his glance so grim ; 

He knows full well that all must follow him : 

Attendant Deaths swell out the gloomy crowds. 

Scythes in their hands, round them the winding shrouds. 

Ah ! whither doth that ghastly crew repair ? 

Unto the open graves, which, scatter'd there. 

Cover the mount with many a hill and hole. 

While slow and solemn sounds the funeral knoU. 

Behold, the Pope, no pompous train attending. 

Unto the tomb with Death is slowly wending ! 

Fall'n off his triple crown ; the lurid rays. 

Of yonder setting sun, his face displays, 

* See Note B. 
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Eigid with terror, and in vain he craves 

To turn his footsteps from the yawning graves. 

And see, advancing with his train, a King, 

A Death with flag and trumpet following. 

Death whispers in his ear, " Thy earthly crown, 

With pomp and pageant, thou must now lay down ;" 

See, how the courtiers tremble with affright, 

Fain would they leave their prince, if leave they might, 

But they this once must follow in procession 

Him for whose steps is no more retrogression ! 

And see ! Death leads a merchant, and behold ! 

A miser comes clutching his bag of gold ; 

His toil through life hath been that gold to save, 

Yet Death will rob him of it at the grave. 

But once again look on that grim array, 

For Death guides one whose face and mien is gay. 

And who, though weigh'd down with a heavy load. 

Outstrips his guide upon the gloomy road ; 

It is a beggar, one who leaves behind 

A cold, harsh world ; beyond the grave to find 

Some rest for labours, and of griefs the end 

He surely hopes, and Death as his best friend 

He looks to, nor would change his present lot 

For all that Pope, or King, or Lord hath got : 

They had their treasures while they walk'd the earth. 

He had his ills, his sorrows, and his dearth 

Of all things good ; now they their pleasures leave, 

While he by Death hopes pleasures to receive. 




OLD SCENES REVISITED. 



What strange thoughts come ijpon me, 

Of mingled joy and pain, 
When old familiar places 

I visit once again : 
When each spot known in childhood 

I gaze upon once more, 
Though years, long years of absence 

To me have passM o'er. 

The garden that I planted 

When yet a little child. 
And with my young hands tended, 

Uncared for lies, and wild : 
The ploughshare has uprooted 

The fields where once I stray'd. 
From the green groves where I sported 

Has vanish'd all the shade. 



OLD SCENES AE VISITED. 

But still 'tis not for places 

Deserted that I mourn, 
But that &iniliar faces 

For ever should be gone : 
The garden bowers may wither, 

Vanish the pleasant shade, 
But oh, for those I once loved best 

Who in the tomb are laid ! 



THE FOWLEES OF ST. KILDA * 



Hacon the brave old fowler gat him up 

After his meal, and said unto his wife, 

" We go to gather birds, bring here the rope ;" 

And his wife smiFd, and brought the well-wrought rope. 

Strengthened with many a thong of well-cur'd hide. 

And gave it to her husband ; silently 

He smil'd and took it, then, with his two sons, 

(Brave youths and comely,) passed away from home. 

Leaving the woman spinning by the hearth. 

And all the younger children at their play. 

And now the three pass'd on along the cliffs, 

Whose base is ever wash'd with ceaseless waves. 

Unto the highest point, and looking down 

The father cried, " See, 'tis a goodly year 

For seagulls' breeding I " and his merry sons 

Took up huge blocks of stones, and rolPd them down, 

* This story is taken from the late excellent Bishop Stanley's Htttary 
of Birds, 
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Down o'er the rock, and watch'd their swift descent, 
And plash into the waves ; then, as a cloud. 
Thousands of sea-fowls left their resting-ridge. 
And flew confusedly o'er the heaving sea, 
Screaming full wildly ; then they one hy one 
Besought their callow young ones on the nests. 
And now the father had with eager haste 
Fix'd the rope firmly round a juttmg point 
Of hardest rock, and tying it around. 
Slung himself o'er the cliff; and next to him 
Follow'd the younger son ; and last of all 
Came Eolf the eldest ; down and down they went. 
Guiding themselves hy hand from ledge to ledge, 
And gathering from the nests full many a hrood 
Of young hirds, careless of the old ones' cries : 
And now their task fulfill'd, they 'gan to chmh 
Upwards once more ; first, Bolf the eldest son, 
Then, Sweyn the younger ; last of all, the sire. 
Up, up they swung, — the way seem'd hard and long ; 
Up, fiarther up, and then ahove the screams 
Of circling sea-fowl, Rolf's full voice was heard : 
'^ Father I oh, father I high ahove our heads 
The rope is hreaking !" And the old man said, 
" Rolf, will it hold until we reach the top ?" 
And he replied, " It grazes on a rock 
That wears its heart, and our united weight 
Will sunder it full quickly. " And the father 
In mournful accents spake, ''Can one escape?'' 

G 
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And Kolf made answer, " Scarcely ; jet, perchance. 

One may escape, — ^yet better will it be 

That we die altogether."—" Draw thy knife," 

Spake his sire sternly ; "cut away below ; 

One yet may live to soothe thy mother's woes." 

Bolf gazed above him, and the cruel rock 

Had well-nigh cut the well- wove rope in twain,— 

Then with a shudder he drew out his knife, 

And cut away below him ; one wild cry 

Burst from young Sweyn ; — ^then came an awful lull ; 

And then the fitful breeze brought up the sound 

Of a dull plash into the waves below. 

Bolf s brain was dizzy, but he look'd and saw 

A mark of foam upon the opening waves 

Which closed upon a something ; — ^then again 

The waves heav'd on as calmly as before. 



THE SUMMER NIGHT. 



Th£ moon is bright in the summer night, 

And the distant sound of the sea. 
In fitful degrees, through the trunks of the trees, 

Is borne by the wind unto n;ie. 
When that mournful music reaches mine ears, 

Now from near and now from far, 
I get me down from my throne 'mid the heath 

To the shore at the sandy bar. 
A Une of light lies on the sea, 

Widening and widening as it nears the strand, 
Wondrously beautifrd it seems to me, 

A silver path meet for an angel-band ; 
And the forms of ships pass solemnly. 

Like ghosts upon the sea, 
And the fleecy clouds and landward mists 

Before the breezes flee ; 
And the fitful cries of the sea-birds. 

Borne unto me over the deep, 
o2 
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Seem like the sighs of the sad at heart. 

For those who in ocean sleep ; — 
For the gallant crews of mighty ships, 

For the heautiful, the hrave, 
\Mio down among the green sea-weeds 

Hive fomid a watery grave. 
But the rising wind round the headland, 

As it hloweth full, fresh, and free. 
Chases away all saddening thoughts 

And huries them in the sea ; 
And my heart with rapture boundeth 

As my brow by the breeze is fann'd, 
And my spirit in concert danceth 

To the rippling waves on the strand. 



ELLA CUTHULLTN. 



TO 

J. E., 

FAITHFUL FRIEND AND THUE ADVISER, 

THIS STORY 

IS GRATEFULLY INSCRIBED. 



INTRODUCTION. 



Deab Mend, when thou and I long years ago 
Parted at Oban, thou to the dull town 
Wast forced to wend, to mingle with the noise 
And ceaseless surging of the sea of life ; 
But / by happier fate went wandering on, 
Week after week, beside the lonely sea, 
O'er hills beset with still tarns mirroring 
The silver moon and her attendant stars, 
And o'er lone mountains with the fleecy clouds 
Shrouding their naked sides with snowy veil ; 
And then I pass'd the sea, from out of which 
Mull '< lifts its shelving beach and sea-weed rocks, 
A bulwark to the wild waves ; " in that isle. 
Where a green vaUey leads down to the strand, 
I found a mansion, ruin'd, desolated 
Amid those ruins oftentimes I walk'd. 
Wondering whose old possession they had been. 
And whose the moulder'd 'scutcheon o'er the gate, 
And who the maiden, that had tended once 
The tangled arbours which the now wild rose 
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Emhrac'd with arms flung loose upon the gale : 
Thus wandered I and wonder'd, sad at heart, 
As he must be who sees the works of man 
Trod under foot by time, until, one day, 
An old man met me, reyerend was his head 
With snowy locks, the hoary crown of- age ; 
Him I addressed, and drew from him the tale 
Of many a lord who rul'd the castle once, — 
And whom he serv'd, a servant and a friend, — 
The old Cuthullins ; and before we parted, 
The old man plac'd within my hands a book, 
Wliose faded leaves contained a history, 
Fiird, like a mingled web, with varying shades 
Of joy and sorrow, — ^this to thee, dear friend, 
I now present, for unto thee my heart 
la ever tiuning, and most sweet to me 
It is to call to mind the happy days 
We spent together, years, long years, ago. 



ELLA CUTHULLIN. 



I. 
Fhom out the Western waves the Isle of Mull 
Lifts its low heach and line of sea- weed rocks, 
A bulwark to the wild waves ; and therein, 
A star which lighted up that misty isle, 
A rose which blossom'd on its barren cliffs, 
Ella Cuthullin lived, last of her line. 
Oh ! she was &ir, and maidenly, and kind, 
And all who knew her loved her ; noble youths. 
From all the isles that stud the Western sea. 
Had sought her hand in marriage, but in vain : 
All loved her well who knew her, but the poor 
Valued and loved her most, for unto them 
She gave not only alms, but gentle looks 
And kindly words of sympathising love : 
Such was sweet Ella ; and when she appear'd. 
The old look'd up with mingled smiles and tears, 
And children left their play to flock around 
And greet with joyful looks their gentle friend : 
Such was sweet Ella ; last of all the line 
Of ancient chiefs who ruled the Isle of Mull ; 
For though her father lived, yet fourscore years 
Had dimm'd his eyes and crown'd his head with snow. 
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Loud roar'd the wild winds round the Isle of Mull, 

Bearing huge surges to the rock-bound shore ; 

Nor only surges, for upon their crest 

Toss'd a poor hull, whose shatter'd masts and sails 

Told of approaching shipwreck ; on the shore 

Hundreds assembled, and a ciy of fear 

Burst from the crowd, when 'mid the surf and spray 

A human form appear'd upon the ship : 

Folded his arms, and motionless he stood 

Amid the strife of waters, instant death 

Expecting, for no help could him avail : 

Onward he came ; and when the eager crowd 

Could mark his noble bearing, silence deep 

Held sway amongst them, no one dared to speak, 

Or move, or breathe ; grander than all the crash 

Of sounding surges and of rushing winds 

Was the calm heroism which possessed 

Him whom the waves were bearing to his doom : 

Onward he came, seen now, and now unseen 

Amid the blending spray, and driving mist ; 

Onward he came, nor loosed his folded arms 

TiU a more towering surge roll'd heaving in 

With crest projecting, and embraced the ship, 

And bore it down amongst the jagged rocks ;— 

A moment more, the shore was strew'd with planks, 

And shiver'd spars, and chests of merchandise : 

Eich fruits matur'd beneath a Southern sun, 
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Rich garments trick'd with gold, which gentle hands 
Had wrought in spice groves, like the paltry kelp, 
Were flung upon the shore ; nor reck'd the crowd 
To gather such a^ these, each anxious eye 
Gazed 'mid the strife of elements for him 
Who seem'd the only tenant of the ship ; 
Yet, when they could not see him, one hy one 
The people 'gan to ply their busy hands, 
And gather plunder from the broken wreck. 

in. 

Ella alone search'd on ; and up and down 
The shore she wander'd, hoping against hope 
That the brave stranger, who upon the ship 
Had shown such daring, might be still alive. 
Cast by the sea, perchance, upon the beach. 
Or battling for his life amidst the waves : 
Thus Ella wander'd on beside the sea. 
Until, at length, she pass'd a ridge of rocks. 
Which, jutting from the cliffs into the waves, 
Form'd a deep cavern sheltered frt)m the winds : 
This cave sweet Ella enter'd ; on the sand. 
Which strew'd its floor, a noble form was laid. 
Silent and stiU, enwrapp'd in tartan plaid, 
A bonnet on the brow, with eagle plume 
Telling of chiefly rank ; and long dark curls. 
Moist with the salt sea foam, flow'd down the back. 
Flutter'd the heart of Ella as she bent 
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Over the prostrate figure ; but her hands 
Loosen'd the clasps from off his manly neck, 
And chafed his hands, the while a maiden blush 
Mantled upon her neck and lovely cheek. 



Wliat contrast then was holden to the view ! 
Without the boiling sea, the raging blast, 
The rock-bound coast all dim with driven foam, 
The line of beach strewn with the riven wreck ; 
Within a solemn calm, a rock-roof *d cave 
All strewn with silver sand, and kelp, and shells, — 
A noble form low-lying on the ground. 
And o'er it bending, with uplifted eyes, 
The form of Ella, — all her golden hair 
Dishevell'd, — she herself as calm as he 
And motionless, save that her bosom heaved, 
And her lips moved in prayer unto her God. 

V. 

Deep prayers are ever strong ; but when they flow 
From such a heart as EUa's, stronger stiU ; 
So now when she had pray'd, the answer came 
Ere she had closed her lips ; for while she still 
Was gazing up to heaven, he for whom 
Her prayers were raised did slowly ope his eyes ; 
And when sweet EUa did again look down. 
His eyes met hers ; returning unto life, 
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He almost thought it was an angel-form 
Which bent above him, for so fair a face 
Had never met his eyes — ^what though he oft 
Had gazed with rapture on the dark-ejed maids 
Of Greece, and Italy, and sunny Spain I 

VI. 

Long in her Other's tower did Ella's charge 
Hover 'twizt life and death ; and many prayers 
Did Ella raise for him who now had grown 
Most dear and precious to her heart of hearts. 
Though she scarce knew it, — only a new joy 
Now made her happy life more happy still. 
Thus pass'd the autumn ; and at length the bloom 
Of health once more lit up the stranger's face, 
And fire once more gleam'd from his piercing eyes. 

vn. 

Learn now the name of hii^, whom the sea-surge 

Had cast upon the wave- worn coaat of Mull ; 

Betuming to his home-hearth from the South : 

Ivan Mac Ivan he. Lord of Canmuir, 

Chief of Dunrobin, Head of all the clans 

Who round Corbreckan dwelt, and Argan's streams. 

vm. 

Oh, happy days were those which now ensued ! 
Though wintry winds swept round the Isle of Mull, 
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Warm hearts had they within Cuthullin's tower ; 

Though a dim smi shone darkly day by day, 

Yet Ella was a light to Ivan ; he, 

In turn, to Ella made all things seem bright. 

Alas, poor Ella ! little dost thou dream 

That far from hence beside the azure bay 

Of queenly Naples, on her bended knees 

A girl is praying, praying that she be 

Not ever left forsaken, desolate : — 

Alas, poor Ella ! little dost thou dream, 

That he who sitteth, whispering words of love. 

Hath been and is another*s, and that she 

Who calls him " husband " hath a broken heart. 

IX* * 

Oh, happy days were those which now ensued ! 
A new life dawn'd on Ella, for she heard 
From Ivan of the glories of the South ; — 
Of lands she dream'd of in her early youth ; 
For he would tell her of imperial Eome, 
Of Venice floating in the sea-green waves. 
Of Naples' azure bay and fiery mount, 
Madrid, and Seville, with her Moorish towers, 
And lofty Athens, for in all of these 
Ivan had dwelt ; and while the wintry winds 
Moan'd round her Northern home, fair Ella heard 
The soft, rich language of ItaHa's land : 
And Ivan's eye would kindle and breast heave 
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When he repeated, with his full, rich voice, 
Tasso's sweet stanzas, Ariosto's lays. 
And Dante's awful and mysterious words. 
Ivan would sing, too, and the songs of Spain, 
And Italy, and Greece would echo round 
The Gothic turrets of Cuthullin's tower. 
Also on Ivan did a new life dawn. 
For EUa would recount old Northern lays, 
And Scandinavian legends, which to him 
Were yet a book unseal'd, so long had he 
Been absent from his home ; for when a boy, 
He with his father left bleak Scotia's shores 
To seek a home with Scotia's rightful king ; 
Who, driven from his kingdom, found at length 
A resting-place and home within the grave. 
Ella would sing, too, and would sweep the strings 
Of harp and lute to those old mystic lays 
Which have been handed down among the isles 
Of Western Scotland from the scalds of old. 



Thus pass'd the winter ; and when early spring 

Dawn'd on the rocks that gird the Isle of Mull, 

Ivan press'd Ella to return with him 

Unto his Highland home, Dunrobin's tower. 

Ella consented ; for her virgin love 

Was full and deep, and Ivan was to her 

The star of her existence ; so the priest 
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[For there the old religion held its sway] 
JoinM their hands ; and with her people's tears, 
And father's hlessing, Ella left her home* 

XI. 

Two years had pass'd ; — as yet no little one 
Was given to the hopes of Ivan's hride ; 
A grievous trial to the gentle heart 
Of EUa, yet she flagg'd not in her love 
To Ivan, hut she tried to fill the space 
She hoped her offspring might have fiU'd ; in vain 
With deep, deep love she strove, and strove to stem 
The tide of sadness which she saw o'erspread 
Her husband's soul, — ^in vain, for by degrees 
He sadder grew, and would withdraw himself 
For weeks and months, leaving his youthful bride 
To mourn his absence ; yet her gentle heart 
Ne'er blamed her Ivan, — still he was to her 
The star of her existence ; as he was 
Before she left her home, so was he now 
In her affections, in her heart of hearts. 

xn. 

Another year had pass'd ; — ^Ella alone 
Sat watching in Dunr6bin's castle-hall, 
Sadder than heretofore, yet clinging still 
Unto the recollection of past times. 
And to the future undefin'd ; for still 
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She lov'd her Ivan, nor did she attach 
Blame unto him who widow'd all her life 
With his long absences : " O God !" she cried, 
" Would that I had a child, a little one 
Who in my Ivan^s absence might recall 
Joy to my heart, and life unto my life ! " 

xm. 

Deep prayer is ever strong ; but when it flows 
From such a heart as Ella's, stronger still ; 
So now, when she had pray'd, the answer came 
Ere she had closed her lips, for on the breeze. 
Which moan'd around Duni-^bin's castle-crag, 
A cry was borne, a cry so full of grief, 
That Ella started from her seat and ran 
Into the cold night-air ; where, on the stones, 
A young child lay, swathed round in linen bands. 
The child, as Ella raised it, stopp'd its cries, 
And smiled into her face ; its little arms 
Projecting towards her. Ella's heart beat high 
With joy and pity : joy, that such a child 
Was sent unto her as by Grod himself; 
With pity that so young and frail a thing 
Should have no parent fiill of lore and care. 
Then she knelt down, and vow'd that she would be 
A loving mother to the new-found babe ; 
And, lulling it within her slender arms. 
She laid it down to sleep upon her breast, 

H 
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XIV. 

Months went and came, nor brought her Ivan badk ; 

Yet Ella's heart was light, and joy again 

Beam'd in her azure eyes ; the new-found babe 

Repaid her fond affection with its love. 

Day after day she taught the child to say 

'' Father," that when her husband should return. 

His heart like hers might joy ; and to the child 

She gave the name of Geraldine, because 

It had been borne by her who Ivan bore, 

And, bringing forth, departed to her rest. 

XV. 

The little G«raldine was playing when 
Ivan retumM one eve ; and seeing him 
The child ran forward, and with outstretch'd arms 
Cried, *< Father, father ;'* but he tum'd away, 
Nor spake a kindly word ; beholding which, 
Sweet Ella felt her inmost heart grow cold. 
Yet still she loved her Ivan, clinging fast 
Unto the recollections of past days, 
When she was unto him as he to her. 

XVI. 

Fourteen more years roll'd by, and Ella still 
Dwelt at Dunr6bin, lovely as of old. 
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(jentle and kind ; yet grief had been her lot. 
Grone was her aged father, with the snow 
Of more than five score winters on his head. 
Seldom in all those years had Ella seen 
Her Ivan, yet she loved him truly still ; 
But, when these fourteen years had pass'd away, 
Ivan returned ; hut on his beetling brow 
Sat discontent, nor would he e'er respond 
Unto the love which Ella bore to him ; 
Budely would he repel her, but he grew 
More tender in his way to Geraldine. 



One night the three sat by the cheerful fire, 
Geraldine, Ella, Ivan ; suddenly 
Ivan look'd up and spoke to Geraldine, 
Saying, " Child, come and kiss me," and the girl 
Went humbly up and kiss'd her father's cheek. 
Ella, beholding, felt a thrill of joy 
Pervade her, for she ne'er before had known 
Her husband to caress young Geraldine ; 
But when she mark'd his look, a pang of grief 
And horror pass'd through all her tender frame. 
She knew not all that Ivan's look express'd, 
And shrank from knowing, yet a dread of ills 
Weigh'd her soul to the earth ; and uttering 
A fearful shriek, she sank down in a swoon. 

h2 
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xvm. 
Long Ella lay unconscious, longer still 
Upon the bed of sickness ; Geraldine 
Tending her always, but when she approach'd 
A mingled look of love and fear would clothe 
The faded features of her mother's face. 
Ella was dying ; Ella once so fair, 
Always so good, so gentle, she whom all 
Knew but to love, both in her island-home 
And round her husband's castle ; day by day 
She hoped that Ivan would approach, but when 
He came not, there arose a fearful strife 
In her soft heart, whether young Geraldine 
Should learn how that she had been nurtured up 
By strangers, and that no sweet bond of blood 
Bound her to Ivan, or to that frail form 
Who lay a-dying with a broken heart. 
" Better," at length thought Ella, " that the girl 
Think me her mother till I am called hence ; 
Too soon, alas ! will she be made aware 
How stands it with her;" thinking thus, she call'd 
For Geraldine, who came with eager haste ; 
Then, placing in her hands a sealed book, 
Shfe bade her not unloose the seal, until 
Some fearful crisis came, if come it did. 
When she most needed help. Then, with a prayer 
To God for Ivan and for Geraldine, 
Ella gave up her pure soul to her God. 
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XIX. 

Sad wail'd the pibroch as Corbreckan's clan 

Follow'd their much-loved lady to the grave ; . 

Sad was the waU of women as the clan 

Womid down Dmirobin's castle-crag ; no eye 

In all that vast assembly but shed tears, 

Save Ivan's ; he, in sable cloak array'd, 

Glanced darkly round, yet heaved no deep-drawn sigh, 

Only he seem'd to wish the scene were o'er ; 

But he press'd closely to him the veil'd form 

Of Geraldine, who, like a drooping vine. 

Clung to the arm of him she call'd her sire. 

At length the earth received fair Ella's corse, 

Entrusted to its care until the day 

When it shall rise triumphant ; and again 

The pibroch's wailing note broke on the ear. 

Sad and in slow procession moved the clan 

Back from the open grave; Ivan the chief. 

Leading young Geraldine back to her home. 

Himself alone unmoved of all the crowd. 

XX. 

Within Dunr6bin's tower sat GFeraldine 

That evening, gazing into the red fire. 

Thinking of her sweet mother ; suddenly 

Ivan came in, and throwing himself down 

Cried, "Geraldine, come here, my darling daughter;" 

So she arose and sat her by her sire. 
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But soon be caught her in his anns, her brow 
Covering with bnming kisses ; locJdng up, 
Surprised, she murmur'd, " O mj fiither dear ! 
Would that thou hadst done thus to har who now 
lieth in death's cold sleep ; who unto thee 
Was true and loving, even as unto me 
She was a more than mother !" Hastily 
Ivan her aoswer'd, " Listen, (Jeraldine, 
And learn thy history ; no child of mine 
Or Ella's art thou, but a starveling babe. 
Cast forth upon the dreary world, thou first 
Cam'st to Dunrobin : nurst in ta-uth thou wert 
By that poor feeble wcMnan, whom I call'd 
In courtesy my wife ; but still no tie 
Of blood binds me to thee ; yet, Geraldine, 
Believe me a far stronger bond exists 
Betwixt us than the tie of blood. A love 
De^ and consuming bums me ; and if thou 
Hast lost a father, he is well replaced 
By such a husband as I fain would be 
To thee, feir ^1. Nay, weep not, only say 
Thou dost approve the change thy destiny 
Hath given, — ^a burning lover for a sire." 

So spake Dunr6bin's chief, but Geraldine 
Answer'd him not — ^like a crush'd flower she lay 
Silent and trembling ;. but at length she rose 
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And stood erect, her dark eyes flashing fire. 
*' Never," she cried to Ivan, " will I yield 
To thee, Mae-hearted wretch ; never will I 
Wed him whom ' Father ' I have call'd. Alas I 
That I have called thee 'Father.' O my God ! 
Would I had not heen horn, or if I were 
That I had perish'd, ere mine eyes had seen 
Such wickedness as this 1 Would I were laid 
Beside my more than mother in the grave ! 
O Grod ! I thank thee that she doth lie there, 
Safe fix)m the power of such a wretch as this. 
Better for me to perish than to wed 
A wretch whose stony heart no love can melt, 
A wretch who could desert so true a wife 
As she my mother was ; who, on the day 
When the cold earth received her, could hold out 
Promise of love unto a helpless girl^ 
A cast-away upon the &ce of earth." 
Thus spake fair Gkraidine, and as she stood. 
With dark eyes flashing and dishevelled hair. 
Pointing at him who had so outraged her, 
Ivan's face paled, and strength forsook his frame ; 
Scathed did he seem as hy a lightning stroke. 
Yet with an effort did he speak at length. 

xxn. ' 

*' Sweet Geraldine, it little doth hefit 
Thy loveliness to act so harsh a part. 
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Sooth, thou hast acted bravely, and I love 
To see the fire that quivers in thine eyes. 
T, too, have fire in mine ; yet condescend 
Acting to lay aside^ and prithee tell 
In sober seriousness if thou wilt 
Be mine, and I will deign to recommend 
That thou dost choose the happiness design'd 
By me for thee ; for I can, if I choose, 
Make thee most happy ; also, if I choose, 
Most miserable, scornful GeraJdine." 

xxm. 

As the fell snake doth watcb the gentle bird. 

So Ivan G^raldine the while he spake ; 

But she, when he had ended, for a time 

Stood deep in thought, and then with swift resolve 

Eush'd to the door, and would have sprung away> 

As a poor bird loosed from her prison-cage, 

Had not false Ivan follow'd her, and reach'd 

The portal ere her feeble limbs allow'd : 

But when he tried to seize the trembling girl 

The door with sounding crash was open flung. 

And through it pass'd a lady, tail and dark. 

With eyes of flashing fire, yet on her face 

A careworn look did rest, as if despair 

Or some deep grief did gnaw her inmost heart : 

Her seeing, Ivan started and grew pale, 

But him addressing the strange lady spoke. 
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XXIV. 

** Ivan, Mac Ivan, Lord of all Canmuir, 

Ivan, my husband — aye, for so thou art — 

Tia well thy face doth pale, and that thy knees 

Do fail beneath thee, and that thou dost cower 

Before a woman. Aye, I know my power, 

My power to crush thee as a broken reed. 

My power to melt even thy stony heart. 

Ivan, thy looks speak hate ; and though thou may'st 

Bear hate against me, as thou once didst love, 

Yet wilt thou bless me, if thy wicked tongue 

Can utter aught but curses, that I came 

To save thee from the blackest crime which earth 

Or hell can boast of!- Look at that fair girl 

Who droopeth yonder, mark her raven hair 

And flashing eyes, and then call to your mind 

A cot which hung amidst a bower of vines 

Over the bay of Naples, unto which 

Thou usest to resort, and think of her. 

Loving and trustful once as yon dear girl. 

Whom thou didst swear to love, and then seduced ; 

And call to mind, how she did overbear 

Thy proud and haughty spirit, even as now 

I overbear thee, and how thou didst yield 

To her the tardy justice that she claim'd. 

By wedding her within the holy church : 

Ivan, recall that girl to mind and look 

On that poor outraged maiden lying there ! 
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Dost thoa not dare ? O craVen-hearted man. 
Say, whj thou canst not ! Ha ! I touch thee thoe. 
Thou knowest now, I think, withm thy soul. 
She is my child, and thine, O Ivan ! thine.*' 

XXV. 

So spake the lad j, and sweet Geraldine 
Swift sprang into her arms; embracing close, 
The mother clasp'd her long-lost, new-found child^ 
And she her mother ; and though deepest joj 
Bum'd in the hearts of both, yet copious tears 
Flow'd down fix)m each over the other's neck : 
And then, her mother urging, Geraldine 
Bedred to rest, but first she loosed the bands 
Of the closed book, which Ella, ere she died, 
Had giyen unto her, and therein she found 
The story of her nurture by the hands 
Of her who loved her with a mother's love, 

XXVI. 

Meanwhile the stranger lady tum'd her eyes 
On Ivan, who, the pride of manhood gone, 
Cower'd before her, trembling at the thought 
Of what he had escaped, as black a crime 
As earth or hell could boast of; once or twice 
He tried to speak, yet could not, for his lips 
Quiver'd with inward agony and fear. 
At length he fell upon his bended knees 
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And, with uplifted hands, gave thanks to God : 
Thrai kneeling still, he upwards tum'd his eyes 
Unto his wife, and, weeping, her address'd. 

xxvn. 

" O Laura ! O my wife ! I thank my God 
That thou hast come unto me at this hour 
Of darkness and of sin ; for who so fit 
As thou to see me with my hardened heart 
Open before thee ? who so fit as thou^ 
"Who once didst love me, to reprove my sin ? 
O Laura ! in this hour of bitter shame 
In thee I see an angel sent from Heaven, 
To rescue me from out the maze of sin 
In which I am entangled by the fault 
Of careless heart and spirit unsubdued. 

Laura ! wonder not that thus I speak, 

1 whom so lately thou, thou didst behold 
Bent upon sin. Believe me, the events 

Of these swift moments, as a lightning stroke, 

Have changed my heart ; ah yes ! and broke it too.' 

Yet would I fain before I leave this life 

Obtain forgiveness, if not from my God, 

At least from thee, whom once I truly loved. 

O Laura I by the time when thou didst love 

Thy lover Ivan, by that gentle girl 

Who owes her life to me and thee, forgive I " 
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XX vm. 
So spake the husband, crouching at the feet 
Of her he had so injured ; and a look 
Of pity beam'd from Laura's radiant eyes, 
Her olden love rekindling at the sight 
Of Ivan's noble form low in the dust, 
And supplicating with uplifted hands. 
A moment more and she had raised him up. 
And led him to a couch, and twined her arms 
Around about him as she used of old. 

XXIX. 

An hoiu* had pass'd ; the husband and the wife, 
Long parted, lately-join'd, sat side by side : 
All anger now had vanish'd from the eyes 
Of Laura, and, instead, a gentle look 
Of tenderness lit up her careworn face. 
Little by little at her Ivan's prayer 
She told her story, passing lightly o'er 
The toils and pains that she had undergone, 
Fearing to wound again her husband's heart : 

XXX. 

" Ivan," she said, " when thou didst not return 
To me, I made resolve, with her I bore, 
To follow thee unto thy Northern home. 
Hoping perchance to touch thy careless heart. 
If not myself, at least by my sweet child. 
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Ivan, thou know'st the rest ; when I arrived 
Before Dunrobin's Castle, thou wert gone. 
Oh, how my heart sank then I what cruel wrath 
Bum'd in my heart against thee when I heard 
That thou hadst ta'en another to thy bed ! 
Friendless and moneyless, I stood for long 
Doubting what course to take ; but when I heard, 
Proclaim'd by all, the virtues of thy bride. 
My heart was soften'd, and I made resolve. 
Moved by the wailing of my helpless child. 
To introduce it to its father's hearth. 
If that were possible. With such intent 
I placed it on the cold stones at the door, 
And, hiding 'mid the bushes, watch'd th' event ; 
Nor watch'd I long, for soon from out the tower 
Came forth the gentle lady whom to-day 
Tlie clay-cold grave received, and tenderly 
She raised my darling, and, with close embrace 
And tender kisses, carried it away. 
Though she had married thee, I could not choose 
But love her truly; and I felt assured 
My little one would want no tender care, 
And might perchance engage her fether's love. 
And now, my mission being half fulfill'd. 
Uncertain of thy coming, I resolved 
To turn my steps fit)m this, my husband's, tower, 
And once again seek Italy, my home. 
Strange I could so resolve ! yet gratitude 
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To her wHo had received my chOdy comhined 
With fear of thj displeasure and revenge. 
Urged me to do so ; and with douht and pun 
I wander'd homewards, and hj hard constraint 
Compelled myself to dwell there ; hut my love 
For thee, my Ivan, and my little one, 
So long restrain'd, at length hurst forth again. 
Once more I pass'd the sea, and sought the shore 
Of dreary Scotland ; as I near'd the height. 
On which Dunrohin's Castle lifts its head, 
I heard the sound of music on the hreeze. 
And saw a sad procession winding down, 
Corhreckan's clan attending ; and a thrill 
Of horror struck upon my weary soul. 
O Ivan ! all my love for thee retum'd. 
All the deep love that I had felt for thee 
Years, years ago ; when, over the bright hay 
Of queenly Naples, I would watch the skiff 
That bore thee swifUy to my longing arms : 
Scarce could I ask whose corse was being home 
To its last resting-place ; but when I heard 
It was thy wife's, my strength retum'd again ; 
Yet was I fain to weep, for gratitude 
To her who had received my helpless child 
Still reign'd within my heart ; but soon, alas ! 
When I beheld thy bearing, and the form 
In sable weeds press'd closely to thy side, 
My heart misgave me ; and upon the ground 



ELLA CUTHUIXIN. Ill 

I Mi, for sorrow weigh'd me to the earth. 
Scarcely recovered by the tender care 
Of some poor woman who beheld me fall, 
I dimb'd once more Donrobin's castle height : 
Pausing a moment ere I oped the door, 
I heard thy voice. O Ivan ! weU thou know'st 
Both what I heard and saw, nor will I now 
Bring aught against thee ; only will I pray 
That thy false heart, my Ivan, may be changed, 
And that thou mayest learn to love thy child ; 
Aye, and her mother too, who loves thee still." 
So spake sad Laura, and with gentle mien 
Embraced her husband; then with eager haste 
She flew to join her daughter Geraldine. 

XXXI. 

Oh, what a scene of joy ! what floods of love. 
Pent up for years, burst from the mother's soul ! 
Oh, what a scene of joy ! in close embrace 
The mother and her daughter are enfold. 
The toils and troubles of their lives are past. 
Or are forgotten, and a holy calm 
Reigns in their souls ; as, when the howling winds 
Are hush'd upon the sea, and all the clouds. 
Dispersing, show the azure sky beyond. 
All nature smiles beneath the summer sun.-~ 
Thus will we leave them ; in each other's aims 
The mother and the daughter sink to sleep. 
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xxxn. 

Ivan meanwhile slept not ; throughout the night 
He paced Dunr6bin's hall with fitful step. 
His mind revolving plans and counterplans. 
At length with eagerness he seized a pen, 
And wrote to Laura and to Geraldine ; 
That done, he cast a lingering look around 
His &thers' halls, and then with steady gait 
Fass'd from Dunr6bin'8 tower, and down the steep 
To a small harbour, where a boat was moor'd : 
In this embarking, Ivan reach'd a ship 
Which lay at anchor on the heaving bay. 
Waiting the flowing of the morning tide. 

xxxm. 

Scarce had the sun lit up with rising beams 
The highest turret of Duurobin's tower. 
Ere the gay seamen raised the anchor up. 
And set the sails before the coming wind. 
Gaily the sailors chanted as they plied 
Their busy hands ; gaily the sparkling foam 
Danced round the vessel as she clefi; her way 
Among the dark-blue billows ; but the heart 
Of Ivan was oppressed with bitter thoughts. 
Ivan was gazing for the last, last time 
Upon the ancient dwelling of his race, 
Where he had spent his childhood's happiest hours, 
And where the only two in all the world 
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Who loved him now, were in each other's anns, 
Sleeping the sleep of happy innocence, 

XXXIV. 

High in the heavens rode the glorious sun 
WTien Laura rose and left her weary couch : 
And when she gazed out first upon the sea, 
The ship which hore her hushand from the land 
Seem'd hut a speck on that uncertain line 
Where sky and sea commingle. As. she gazed, 
Little she thought how precious was the freight 
Which that fast-fleeting vessel hore away ; 
Little she thought she was once more deprived 
Of him whom she had now so lately found, 
And that she ne'er should see his face again. — 
Yet so it was. The letter Ivan left 
Declared that he would seek a foreign shore, 
And live, if live he might, within the shade 
Of some stem cloister, where harsh discipline 
Might render soft his hard and sin-sear'd heart. 
Prayers did he also add, prayers to his wife 
And to his daughter, that they would forgive 
The guilty husband of a blameless wife. 
The guilty father of a blameless child. 
Who then addressed them for the last, last time. 



Thus the tale stopp'd abruptly ; but I leam'd 
That, ere the spring had flown, young Geraldine 

I 
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Was call'd away from out this weary world, 
And with her dying breath desired to be 
Laid in the earth where Ella's body lay. 
And what of Laura ? Childless, husbandless. 
Her Northern home had now no charms for her. 
And so she pass'd away — ^where, no one knew ; 
Only 'twas said a convent's walls, which grew 
Out from the living rock above the bay 
Of queenly Naples, once her happy home. 
Her shatter'd frame and grieving heart received. 
And it was said a traveller brought word, 
That in the cloister church that crowns the knoll, 
Round which the convent clusters, lies a stone 
Inscribed, " Hie jacet Laura. Deo laus." 



ON THE WAR. 



Fob oDce our hearts unto one goal are tum'd ; 

For once our piles of red gold we forget ; 
For once for self we are not all-concem'd ; 

For once our eyes towards one point are set. 

For once, as if we felt that there were others 
To live and labour for on earth, we live ; 

For once to greet old foes as friends and brothers 
We are content, and them our love we give. 

Oh, dreadful is the scourge of war ! and yet 
War, Hke a blessing, comes from Heayen above, 

If 'mid its storms ourselves we can forget 
And for our brothers bear a closer love. 



i2 



TO 



Strange it may peem that though my heart is yeaniinsr. 
For love and grief that I must part from thee, 

That I, wheu I would wish my words were huming, 
Should such a shallow- worded trifler he, 

In this last hour, when we may ne'er again 
Meet in this world ; hut thus it ever is ; 
Light laughter covers deepest sympathies, 

And outward smiles conceal the heart's deep pain. 

Ah ! why is this ? why in the darkest hour 

Of dread suspense does trifling with a flower. 

Or hird, or pehhle, or some smaller thing, 
To hearts that love like ours convey relief? 
Why is it sweeter to conceal our grief. 
And act with anxious care a jester's part. 
And tinsel o'er the almost-hreaking heart ? 

Is it to set the world a wondering 

At our indifference or our fortitude ? 

Ah, no I hut the world's gaze is all too rude 

Upon such love as our love to intrude ; 
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And so before the gazing, worldly crowd 

O'er our true hearts we throw a blinding shroud, 

And let the world deceive itself at will, 

And let the worldlings judge us as they may. 
For while such thoughts as ours our spirits fill 

Each to the other must his heart display. 



I WAS BUT A BOY WHEN FIEST I MET THEE. 



I WAS but a boy when first I met thee, 

Yet thy queenly glances set me all afire ; 
1 was but a boy, and yet I set thee 

Up as crown and end of my stricken heart's desire. 
I was but a boy, yet when we wander'd 

On the purple heaths or by the sounding sea, 
Speaking Nature's beauties, 'twas of thee I ponder'd — 

All my deepest thoughts were always fix'd on thee : 
And when night came, and silver light was streaming 

Silently and softly on the azure-heaving main. 
Thoughts of thee mingled with my midnight dreaming, 

And my young heart gloated on the pearl it hoped to gain. 
But a morning came, and my life grew blank and dreary ; 

For from my gaze thou wentest as a moming-banish'd 
star, 
Nor didst thou guess thou didst leave one soul a-weaiy. 

Weary with longing for a prize laid up afar. 
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I was but a youth when last I met thee, 

Thee whose fonn was present to me in my every mood ; 
Never, never more shall I forget thee, 

Nobly-blooming in the prime of thy fiill womanhood 
Strange was the fate that brought us two together ! 

"Which haply drove me to thy side upon the grassy steep ! 
Strange was the chance in that bright summer weather, 

That lighten'd up my darken'd soul with rapture full 
and deep ! 
Now it is winter, and the fields are all enfolden 

In a winding-sheet of whitest, whitest snow, 
And I, ere the spring-tide, in a shroud-sheet shalt beholden, 

And thou, what I have felt for thee, shah never, never 
know. 
To thee I dared not tell my love, for no kind word was 
' spoken. 

Unto me who for thee would a thousand deaths have 
died; 
But it might not be ; and I must go heart-broken. 

With my early-widow'd life out-ebbing like the tide : 
And when I reach the margin of the river, 

Which from my first-beloved and best must sadly 
sever me, 
Ere my feet touch death's waters, faithful and ti-ue as ever. 

From the all-gloomy shore my prayer shall rise for thee. 



THOMAS KEEP J 



Darkness was resting on Crimea's coast. 
Darkness was brooding o'^ the English host, 
Darkness was resting on the serried hill 
Whereon the dead, the lately-slain were lying. 
Whose groans rose fitful ; and the guards replying 
Broke too the silence ; all besides was still 
•And soundless ; but, where fiercest raged the fight, 
Ere day was done, a British lad was found 
(Who might for rest have ta'en the welcome night) 
Tending the dying on the bloody ground : 
Tending the dying for the love he bore 
To Him who for his sake had meekly died. 
For Jesus' sake for him once crucified : — 
Water this lad conve/d, and wash'd the gore 
From many a wounded brother's gaping side. 
And gave them drink ; and wandering far and wide. 
Collecting musket-stocks amidst the dead. 
He kindled fires, with riven weapons fed, 
♦ See Note C. 
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To cheer the wounded : thus all night he strove, 
Careless of self, his comrades' lives to save : 
Oh ! was not this true, self-devoting love ? 
Oh ! was not he the bravest of the brave ? 
O sons of England I ye who now deplore 
The loss of heroes, who may never more 
Return to reap the laurels they have won, 
Glory that Thomas Keep is England's son ! 



NOEFOLK HARVEST SONG. 



Whebe the hills of our laud 

And the valleys standi 

Full thick with the yellow corn, 

Let the song go round, 

And the fields resound 

With the notes of the harvest horn.* 

With joy let us sing 

As we merrily hring 

To the homestead the golden grain ; 

At the good-man's call. 

Let us follow all 

To the ham with the loaded wain. 

At the good-man's hollow 

Let the gleaners follow 

To share in the fat of the soil ; 

At the horkey's cheer, 

Let the maids appear 

When they rest from the harvest toil. 

• See Note B. 
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Be it each lad's part 

The girl of his heart 

To pledge in the nut-hrown ale ; 

Let the cup go round, 

And the music sound, 

And the old mail tell his tale. 

And before we part 

Let each grateful heart 

To the Giver of Qood ascend ; 

Then in brotherly bands, 

With largess in hands, 

To our homes let us joyfully wend. 



SOKNET. 



With our dull hearts bj pain or sorrow prest, 
Where shall we find sweet peace and grateful rest, 
If not in Nature ? On the lone hill-side 
Where the dark heath exhales its honied smell ; 
Or where on rocks the ceaseless-heaving swell 
Of waves makes murmur to the restless tide ; 
Wherc in cool woods the cushat builds her nest, 
Or where, a£ar in some lone mountain glen, 
The wild bees hum, and wilder plovers crj. 
Glancing like silver 'neath the azure skj. 
But hush'd are all the busy sounds of men ; 
To these^ and scenes like these, the sad may fly, 
And find a balm to soothe their souls' deep pain. 
And cheer them when they meet the world again. 



GERALDINE. 



Oh ! she was hazel-eyed, and golden 

Hair hung down on either side her face ; 
Beauty like hers IVe seen in olden 

Pictures in Venetian palaces. 
When last we met, an ehon cross so holy 

Lay on her heaving hreast of whitest snow ; 
Her eyes were fill'd with joy and melancholy 

Because she knew that she from me must go. 
Oh ! she was deeply grieved at thought of leaving 

Me, who had home her deepest, truest love ; 
But she was full of happiness, believing 

That we two should hereafter meet above. 
All throughout the bright spring-tide she wasted — 

Wasted till she died in early, early June ; 
More beautiful she grew the while she hasted 

Calmly and humbly to her untimely tomb. 
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They buried her where lowlj violets growing 

Scent the air in earliest, earliest spring, 
And a rill beside her green grave flowing, 

Stays the thirsty mavish on his wing ; 
And the ocean's distant waters, 

With their changeless, changing roll. 
Of the gentlest of earth's daughters 

Sounds a requiem for the soul. 



AUTUMN THOUGHTS. 



The sky is grey and dreaxy, 

And a few sad drops are felling, 
And a voice both wild and weary 

Keeps ever faintly calling. 
It is the breeze amongst the trees 

That evermore keeps sighing, 
In voice so clear, yet sad and drear, 

A requiem for the dying. 

The leaves are falling from the boughs, 

No more the birds are singing, 
And from the tower o'er hill and bower 

The beUs a knell are ringing. 
Sunmier is dead, and o'er his bier 

Autmnn his tears are pouring ; 
Dull winter-days are drawing near, 

With storm-clouds darkly louring : 
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And o'er mj soul dim shadows roll, 

Shadows of things long past ; 
For me no more the spring-tide hour, 

My life is overcast. 
The days that are gone are dim and wan, 

And the future is all untried ; 
O'er the sea of the past howPd the stormy blast. 

And the sea of the futiwe is wide. 



A DREAM. 



I diieam'd I Bate on rocks beside the sea, 

On rocks cave-pierced to wondrous depths within, 
Which the green waves ne'er left, and under me 

I felt strange movements, heard strange sounds begin ; 
Strange sounds I heard, and ere mj awe subsided, 

(For awe me fill'd at those wild symphonies,) 
An amber ship out on the waters glided 

Out from the caves upon the star-lit seas. 
Upon the deck there stood a pale-faced crew, 

Each blew loud music from a well-tuned shell ; 
Above for sails broad weeds of scarlet hue 

Waved in strange concert with the sea-waves' swc 
Aloft aby the prow on throne of pearl 

Sate the sea-queen in state ; within her hand 
She held a coral sceptre, and a whirl 

Of gold her crown'd, red as the sun-lit sand ; 
And from the lips of all her maidens round, 

A song rush'd forth upon .the fresh night-breeze, 
Solenm,' impetuous, to the conches' sound, 

Yet sad as winds that wail among the trees. 
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Thej sang of all the wonders of the deep. 

Of sailors doom'd by fate no more to roam, 
Who, when with hope thej near'd the beacon's steep. 

Sank 'neath the waves almost in sight of home : 
Thej sang too of the conquesta of the sea. 

Of cities o'er whose walls salt waves had roU'd, 
Of sunny shores, of islands wild and free. 

Of crystal caves, and stores of gems untold. 
Thus sang the mermaids, and the bark on-wended. 

Straight as an arrow o'er the star-lit sea, 
And the wild music by the breeze attended 

Was borne at lengthening intervals to me ; 
Slowly the pauses 'twixt the music lengthen'd. 

Slowly, till all sounds to mine ears expired, 
Yet left they my frame and spirit strengthen'd 

To do the deed I in my soul desired. 
With fever'd pulse and brow I enter'd swift 

My boat, which nigh at hand at anchor lay. 
And glided, fearless, through the rocky rift. 

Half-hid by waves with crests of seething spray. 
Through many a winding corridor I pass'd. 

Whose sides and roofs with many a gem gleam'd bright. 
Through many a hall I wander'd ; in the last 

I saw in truth a strange yet lovely sight : 

Upon a bank of yellow sand 
A noble form was lying, 
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Around his curls a simple band, 
A golden ring upon his hand, 
He was so still, I thought him dead or djmg ; 
And oyer him a mermaid bright 

Of queenly form was bending. 
In truth it was a lovely sight, 
That youthful pair, she fair as light. 
And he as still and dark as night ; 
Each to the other was a radiance lending. 

But ah I why was the youth so still ? 

A heavy slumber bound him, 
And calm he lay, she sin^ng him. 

With her white arms around him : 

" Wake, dearest, wake, if life be in thee. 

Wake, dear one, wake ; 
I'd yield my life if I might win thee. 

Wake, dear one, wake ; 
Arise, arise, nor always slumber. 

Wake, dear one, wake ; 
Oh I ihat thy violet lids would sunder. 

Wake, dear one, wake ; 
Over the waves my queen has wended, 

Wake, dear one, wake ; 
Another hour my bliss is ended. 

Wake, dear one, wake ; 
From all my state for thee I'll sever. 

Wake, dear one, wake ; 
x2 
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With thee content to live for ever, 
Wake^ dear one, wake. 

Then she stoop'd down and kiss'd his slumhrouB eyes, 
The which he open'd, and with wild surprise 
Cried, " Ah ! what strange event is this ? 
I dream'd I felt a mdden's kiss, 
Though drownM in the deep, deep sea, 
The which had overwhelm^ me ; 
And now I wake to life and bliss : 
Surely, surely 'tis a dream, 
And ' things are not what they seem ? '" 
Then she replied, << Ah no I ah no ! 
Think not, dearest, say not so, 
I, a princess of the sea. 
Yield my state for love and thee. 
Only fly to earth with me ; 
Fly in haste lest we he seen 
By my swift-returning queen. 
Who hath ruled that there should be 
War and lasting enmity 
Twixt youths of earth and maids of sea : 
Lo ! 'mid those heaps of precious stones 
Bleach the drownM sailors' bones. 

Trophies rich and trophies rare 

Of the hate the mermen bear^; 

More esteem'd beneath the fleas 

Than pearls and emeralds are these 
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Dearest, know, if thou art seen 

By my unrelenting queen, 

Thy supple bones beneath the seas 

Shall bleach for evermore with these : 

Oh I thou canst never know how great 

The love that saved thee from thy fate ; 

Battling in ihe waters' strife, 

Breathing out thy precious life, 

I, a daughter of the sea, 

Succour brought and aid to thee ; 

Wondering at thy wondrous charms, 

Thee I carried in these arms ; 

A mermaid succour brought to thee, 

Son of earth, bring love for me." 

Then she stoop'd down, and to the dark boy clung, 

With eye, and mien, and gesture him imploring ; 
When with a sudden clang loud music rung 

Through all the caves, mix'dwith the wild waves' roaring : 
" It is too late," she cried ; " my love was burning, 

To it thou didst not yield ; ^tis now too late ; 
Music announces the sea-queen returning, 

Son of the earth, prepare to meet thy fate." 
Louder and louder still the music sounded ; 

Advancing on a wave I saw the amber gleam, 
The sea-queen's face was white with rage :— astounded 

I woke, and lo J 'twas all a shadowy dream. 



SONG. 



We'ee all in one boat together 
^On, brothers ; brothers, on ! 

Come fair or come foul weather, 
We must push on, push on. 

We're all in one boat together, 
Together, brothers, row I 

And come the foulest weather. 
We shall fare better so. 

We're all in one boat together. 

Our voyage is long, is long ; 
Come fair, or come foul weather, 

The stream is strong, is strong. 
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We're all in one boat together ; 

Let each for his brother strive, 
Then come the foulest weather, 

All, all are sure to thrive. 

We're all in one boat together, 
Divided we are undone ; 

Come fair, or come foul weather, 
United, the goal is won. 



THE MOLDAU BRIDGE. 

FBAG. 



Hasten down the Hradchin ridge, 

Let us walk beside the river ; 
Let us linger on the bridge. 

Watch the waves in moonlight shiver : 
Watch the shadows quivering faint 
From each stonj-sculptured saint. 

Gaze upon the five-starr'd crown 

Bound the meek confessor's * brow. 
Where they hurl'd his body down, 
There his statue standeth now. 
Looking o'er the stream beneath 
Where the martyr met his death. 

* See Note E. 
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In St. Vitus' lofty fane 

Shrined in silver doth he lay, 
And his praise shall never wane 
Where of old he used to pray ; 

O'er him hangs a five-starr'd crown, 
Symhol of his hright renown. 

Look again into the river, 

Glance into the troubled stream, 
Where the piers the waters sever 
Silvery doth the moonlight gleam ; 
As of old the five stars shone 
d'er the precious corse of John. 

Hurry onward, Moldau's flood, 

To the Elbe thy waters bearing ; 
Whisper thou the tale of blood. 
And the martyr's meekest daring. 
Who the tyrant's power defied 
Who true to his promise died ! 

Whisper, Moldau, as you flow 

Through the wide Bohemian plain, — 
" Ended is the martyr's woe, 
While his glory doth remain. 
When of life he was bereft. 
He all pain and sorrow left ! " 



O THE SOLEMN MUSIC ! 



O THE solemn music ! O the solemn music ! 
That filleth all this world of oxm in earth, and sea, and sky; 

O the solemn music ! O the solemn music ! 
That lifteth up the hearts of men from earth to heaven on 
high. 

O the solemn music ! O the solemn music ! 
The ever- wailing voices of the melancholy hreeze ; 

O the solemn music ! O the solenm music ! 
That sounds throughout the gusty night amongst the old 
pine trees. 

O the solemn music ! O the solemn music ! 
The voice of the great Ocean, so soothing yet so strong ; 

O the solemn music ! O the solemn music I 
The plashing river's cadence, and the bubhling runneFs song. 
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O the solemn music ! O the solemn music ! 
The memory of the soft sweet voice of loved ones gone 
before; 
O the solemn music ! O the solemn music ! 
All sounds that haplj call to mind the long-pass'd days of 
yore. 

O the solemn music ! O the solemn music ! 
That with some pure ones and holy rings for ever in the ear; 

O the solemn music ! O the solemn music I 
That white-robed ones before the Throne for evermore 
shall hear. 



SUNDAY IN THE COUNTEY. 



A DEEP and solemn silence broodeth over sea and land, 
Only broken by the breakers breaking on the distant 

strand; 
Or by the bleating of the flocks upon the long-swathed 

hills, 
Or by the eternal tinkle of the seaward-wending rills. 

The horses of the farm graze in the meadows by the stream, 
The black rooks on the smooth-shorn lawns in safe con- 
tentment gleam ; 
At anchor all the fishing-boats rock idly on the bay. 
For they the salt sea surges shall never plough to-day. 
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Hark ! when the hreeze sweeps nearer, the cheerful sound 
of bells 

From half a hundred hamlets in the inland valley swells ; 

Then comes a lull : — breathe sofUj, winds, breathe silent! j, 
for there 

In yon broad plain the hamlets kneel to raise their heaven- 
ward prayer : 

And toilwom inen meet yonder their Oodward praise to 

speak, 
For the one green spot and peaceful in the desert of the 

week: 
For that one day of freedom in the slavish round of seven. 
For the sole resting-place from toil on this life's side of 

heaven. 

Hark ! from each scatter'd hamlet rises a merry noise, 

The ringing laugh of childhood, of merry girls and boys ; 

From many a sunward-sloping croft, from many a shadowy 
lane. 

Deep-lying in betwixt broad plains of wind-waved yellow- 
ing grain : 

From many a glen the voices rise upon the breeze to me, 
Dreamily-listening, lying on the hill-side wild and free ; 
For I have for a space too brief outwended frt)m the town, 
Exchanging smoke and dimness for the gorse-clad, breezy 
down* 
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And my waning eyes gain brightness as they gaze upon 

the sea^ 
And my toilwom Hmbs gain lightness as the breeze sweeps 

over me. 
And my heavy heart glows warmer with love to God and 

men 
As those sweet Smiday somids rise up from yonder pea<ie- 

fiil glen. 

Ba(k must I wend at eventide imto my squalid home. 
Six days of hard toil must pass ere I again may 

roam ; 
Yet amid my labours my praise shall rise to heaven. 
To Him who gave to toilwom men one day of rest in 

seven. 



SONG. 



The hour is come, and we must part ; 

The bell has toU'd, and we must sever ; 
Come, hour ; strike, bell ; my steadfast heart 

Is bound to thee, sweet loye, for ever, 
n. 
The hour is come, and we must part, 

I o'er the salt sea-waves must roam ; 
Though ocean roll between, take heart. 

Sweet love, thou art my only home, 
m. 
Thou art my home, and unto thee 

My every thought will ever turn ; 
Thou art my home — ^no stormy sea 

Can quench the flame with which I bum. 

IV. 

The hour is come, and we must part. 
The bell has struck our parting knell ; 

Thou know'st me true, sweet love, take heart ; 
One parting kiss, and then farewell. 
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The night our Margaret did go away — 

Away from Darrow farm, and you and me ; 

Away from her old home, these three years gone ; 

How, then, can I he cheerful ? " With an oath 

The fanner interrupted : " Hold thy peace. 

And never name her name to me again ; 

She is no longer any child of mine ; 

I have renounced her : Would that she was dead !'' 

To which his wife made answer, ^^ O my hushand ! 

Her name, my Margaret's, shall never more 

Pass from my lips, if only you will say 

You will forgive her. To receive her hack 

I dare not ask you ; though, what wonder if 

A mother should upon her knees ask this 

For her dear child, though fidlen ; but of you 

I only ask that you will say you will 

Forgive her, as you hope to he forgiven." 

But Morland answer'd, with a deeper oath, 

*^ Never, no, never will I her forgive. 

Who brought foul shame upon her father's name ; 

Never, no, never will I her forgive 

Until I stand and look upon her corpse." 

The shimmering moonlight fell upon the moor, 
And on the crofts which slope from Darrow farm ; 
And bitter cold the icy Northwind blew 
Around the house and bams of Darrow farm. 
Within the ingle nook beside the fire 
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Sat farmer Morland opposite his wife. 
Without the wind was howling, but within 
There was a silence ; only the old clock 
Measured the waning night with aguish tick, 
Making the silence seem more silent still ! 
Then, on a sudden, thrice, distinct, and dear, 
A tap was heard against the oaken door ; 
A tap such as a frolic girl might give, 
Who taps to call her love, then runs away 
Blushing, and fluttered in her longing heart. 
At which old Morland: ** Who, this time o' night, 
Can think of knocking here ? Gro, wife, and see." 
So she arose ; and, as she cross'd the room. 
She thought, but did not dare to speak her thought, 
" What, what if it should be my Margaret ? 
What if my lamb again resought the fold, 
The fold she left three weary years ago V* 

The shinmiering moonlight fell upon the moor, 
And on the crofts which slope from Darrow farm ; 
And round the house the Northwind howl'd and shriek'd ; 
But louder than the wind's shrieks was the cry 
Which burst from Mary Morland, as she oped 
The door to see what stranger hand had tapp'd. 
There, in the moonlight, stood her Margaret>— 
The Margaret of younger, happier days ; — 
Bare were her arms, that bitter, biting night, 
And o'er her light form flutter'd in the wind 
1.2 
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A thin gauze scarf, and round her rippling curls 
Was bound a coronal of summer flowers. 
There, in the moonlight, stood young Margaret, — 
The Margaret of younger, purer days. 
Wearing the selfsame dress that she had worn 
When she was chosen to be queen of May. 
And Margaret, when she her mother saw, 
'Gau dancing merrily amongst the snow, 
Adown the crofts which slope from Dairow farm, 
Adown the crofts, and out upon the moor ; 
And as she danced she beckon'd with her hands, 
Yet spake no word ; and out upon the moor 
The mother followed her long-lost child. 

"What ails thee, wife? and wherefore] didst thou shriek? 
Who was it knock'd ? who is it at the door ?" 
Cried farmer Morland ; but no answer came, 
Save the wild shrieking of the icy wind, 
And the low ticking of the dusty clock. 
Then farmer Morland rose, and wondering 
What could have wrung so pitiful a cry 
From his wife Mary, stagger'd to the door. 

The shimmering moonlight fell upon the moor. 
And on the crofts which slope from Darrow farm ; 
And in the moonlight farmer Morland saw 
The swift-retreating form of Margaret, 
His Men daughter, crown'd with summer flowers. 
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And beckoning with her bare and rounded anns 
To her who foUow'd her adown the slopes. 
Then farmer Morland, almost mad with rage^ 
Rush'd from the house, and foUoVd down the crofib ; 
And out upon the solemn moonlit moor 
Pursued his &Ilen daughter and his wife. 

The shimmering moonlight fell upon the moor, 
And touch'd with ghastly light the diifted snow ; 
But, oh I what marvel did the old man se^ ? 
Why did he stay his course ? why stop to gaze 
Upon the snow-drifts on the solemn moor ? 
Before, far onward, still the fleeting forms 
Of wife and daughter met his daz^d eyes ; 
But on the ground the footmarks of btU one 
Were traced upon the newly-fallen snow. 

The shimmering moonlight fell upon the moor, 
And on an old, grey cairn of lichen'd stones ; 
And Margaret stopt there, and waved her hand. 
And laid her down to rest upon the heath, 
Which grew so high, it hid her form from view. 
" Now I have caught my darling," thought the mother ; 
" Now I have caught my darling Margaret ; 
Kind Heaven support me tiU I reach the cairn." 

The shimmering moonlight fell upon the moor, 
What time the mother reach'd the lichen'd cairn ; 
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And there, there on the cold, brown heather lay 
The form of poor heart-broken Margaret, 
Cold, still, and dead ; still clasping to her breast 
A little infant in her shrunken arms. 



Such is the tale they tell of Darrow farm ; 
And there, they say, still lives old Morland's wife, 
(For Morland died the day that Margaret 
Was carried to the grave) ; and the young babe 
Found claspt, still living, in the lifeless arms 
Of the dead mother, lives at Darrow farm 
With her grandmother, Mary ; and they say. 
That there is light again in Darrow farm, 
For there, there dwells a second Margaret. 



WILD FOWL. 



I. 



Sbe, they come I in long line bending ! 

High above the snow-clad plain^ 
Ever forwards^ never sending 

Stragglers j&om their mazj train. 



See, thej come ! in long line bending I 
Never a stop; and never a stay ; 

Straight the course that they are wending 
Towards the regions of the day. 

m. 

See, they come I in long line bending ! 

From the icy Northern sea^ 
Ever to the Southward tending 

Where the streams run fresh and free. 
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IV. 

See^ they come ! in long line bending I 
Never a sound and never a song, 

Save their wings, the crisp air rending. 
Whistle as they dart along. 

V. 

See, they come ! in long line bending ! 

Weaving dances in the sky ; 
Flight succeedeth flight, unending 

Through the firmament they fly. 

VL 

See, they come ! in long line bending ! 

Last are first, and first are last ; 
One is with the other blending, 

Till the daylight hour is past. 

vn. 

See, they come ! in long line bending ! 

Through the marshland evening haze, 
Till the silent night descending 

Hides them from our eager gaze. 



FOUNTAIN COURT, 



IN THE TEMPLE. 



Oh ! 'tia a rest, when borne upon the surg. 
Of life's sea rolling down the crowded street. 
To pass the severing archway and emerge 
Into the court so calm, and cool, and sweet, 
Of the green Temple's classical retreat ; 
And sitting there beneath the shadowy trees 
To listen to the fount that sprinkles near ; 
While from afar, borne on the humming breeze. 
The roar of life's tide breaks upon the ear 
With deep and solemn cadence half-subdued: — 
This is a scene to make the soul forget 
In what unrest and turmoil it is set ; 
This is a dtfa heart, though none intnide. 
Within a throng a ring of solitude. 



A PILGEIMAGE TO AEANMOEE * 



Westwabd, ever to the West, 

Ever Westward did I wemd, 
For my soul could have no rest 

Till I saw the sun descend 
In the farthest Western sea^ 
Stretching in infinity; 
Till I saw the sun descend 

As I stood upon the shore. 
At the old world's Western end, 

In the Isle of Aranmore. 



At the earliest dawn of day 
Did I leave green Erin's shore ; 
* See Note F. 
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Behind me all the long lough lay 

Still as glass ; but on before 
Saw I crests of whitening foam, 
Heard the deep Atlantic moan ; 
Saw the cormorants hasting by 
With their wild unearthly cry, 
As they lefb the land-lock'd bay, 
Left it at the dawn of day. 
Soon, the long lough's shelter past, 

Felt I then the Atlantic swell ; 
Wave on wave succeeding fast, 

Mountains rose and mountains fell. 
And the open wavewom shore 
Echo'd with a sullen roar. 
Then were rocky Islets seen. 

Skerries bleak, and skerries bare, 
Glistening with the white foam's sheen 

In the early morning air ; 
Glistening as the Atlantic tide 
Thunder'd on their outer side. 
While above, around, below. 
Sea-fowl darted to and fro ; 
Sea-fowl bred in craggy nest. 
Sea-fowl of the snowy breast* 
Then I pass'd a frowning steep, 

Whence a lonely tower look'd out 
On the barren, heaving deep, 

And the wild waves roar and rout ; 
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And I entered on a sound -J 

Of flashing water, and before, 
Grey with rocks and ocean-bound, 

Loom'd the Isle of Aranmore. 
Grey and haze-enwrapt it lay 
In the opening summer day. — 
Swift and swift, with many a bound 

Over the bounding billows' swell, 
Flew my bark with a hissing sound, 

And the wind fix)m the ocean favour'd us well ; 
Swiftly, swiftly on we flew 
Over the bounding billows of blue ; 
And as we flew so swift along 
The merry boatmen chanted a song ; 
This was the song the boatmen sung, 
As my bark o'er the billows merrily sprung : — 

" A youth stood on the rocky shore 
Of Aranmore, 
Gazing upon the sea, 
When, rising from the waters bright, 
A goodly sight 
Of gleaming Isles saw he. 

" These Isles came floating down the wind 
In wondrous kind, 
Like ships they came on-sailing ; . 
Like ships, he saw them with his eyes 
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In wild surprise. 
Just when the light was failing. 

" But, oh 1 right through the coming night 
A vivid light 
Beam'd from enchanted walls ; 
And troops of girls with crowns of gold 
In dances roU'd 
From diamond-lighted halls. 

** But as the youth of Aran gazed, 
His senses dazed, 
Then faintly, faintly falling. 
He heard, in sweet and slow degrees 
Across the seas,] 
Low voices softly calling. 

** The youth took hoat, and lefib the shore 
Of Aranmore, 
And waved a last farewell 
To her who loved him as her soul ; 
And then the roU 
Of waves rang out his knell. 

^^ And then the maiden saw his boat 
Far outward float 
Upon the darkening main ; 
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And she where he was gone knew well, 
Where fairies dwells 
But ne'er saw him again^" 

Ceased the song, and at the bar 

Of Killany Bay were we ; 
In the sea's bed downward £ir 

Ocean's gems shone brilliantlj ; 
Starry flowers and shells enfold. 
In weeds of green, and red, and gold ; 
Golden weeds with wavy motion 
Trembling in the swell of ocean. 
Then I stepp'd upon the shore 
Of that ancient lonely land, 
Stepp'd upon the rock-girt strand 
Of the Isle of Aranmore ; 
And I march'd across the Isle, 
Besting, every now and then. 
By some cairn or cross-crown'd pile- 
Memorials of humble men. 
Who had lived and who had died 
By the Atlantic's wavewom side. — 
And now my pilgrimage was run. 
And now my prize was well-nigh won ; 
For I reach'd a rocky ledge. 

Stretching out into the sea. 
And I peer'd beyond the edge 
Down into profundity. 
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Now, indeed, my prize was won. 
Now I stood with God alone. 
Far and far as eye could see. 
Stretching in immensity, 
BoU'd the wide Atlantic ocean 

Heaying-in his long, long swell ; 
With an equal, solemn motion 

Mountain ridges rose and fell. 
While th© cavem'd rocks helow 
Echo'd hack each thundering hlow. 
Not a ship did then intrude 
On that wide-spread solitude ; 
GK)d's own earth, and God's own sea. 

And the hlazing sunset sky, 
Alone were yision'd unto me. 

Nought of man's device came nigh ; 
Nought of man did then intrude 
On that solemn solitude. 
Oh ! it was happiness to stand 
On that extremest point of land ! 
Oh ! it was happiness to think. 
That then I stood on Europe's hrink ; 
That 'twixt the fresh New World and me 
Nothing hut sea, and sea, and sea 
Did intervene ! the prize was won, — 
For then the ancient glorious sun 
Sank into the Western ocean. 
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Sank in lights of red and gold. 
Sank ; and then a deep emotion 

O'er my satiate spirit roll'd. 
And I cried, the prize is won ; 

The dreams of boyhood are fulfill'd : 
Mj weary voyaging is done, 

And memory shall my future gild ! 



FEOM THE EDDA » 



Eastwabd of the God-built Midgard, 
Eastward of the wood of iron, 
Sits the hag the dam of giants, 
Sits the hag the dam of monsters, 
Who are all of mighty stature. 
And like savage wolves are fashion'd, 
Fashion'd like their father Fenrir : 
One of these, Skoll he is namM, 
Makes the sun to flee before him ; 
Sol, she fears to be devoured, 
Therefore does she flee before him ; 
If she stopt, then fell destruction 
Would be hers ; and so before him 
Does she flee in haste for ever : 
And the wolf-man, Skoll the giant. 
Hath a brother namM Hati, 
Who before Sol's brightness rushing 
Drives the moon along the space realms* 
♦ See Note G. 
M 
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Maui fears to be devoured, 
Therefore does he flee from Hati. 
But wolf Managarm, the mighty, 
Of his fearful race most fearful. 
He with blood of men full-fillM, 
Life-blood of the sons of heroes. 
He, in time, the moon shall swallow ; 
And the earth and all the heaven 
Shall with bloody stains be crimson'd : 
Then the sun's light dim and dimmer 
Shall become ; and hither, thither 
Shall the winds in wailing tumult 
Howl because the day is darken'd. 

Thus shall Managarm, the mighty, 
Foaming out the crimson life-blood 
Of the dead and of the dying, 
Be at last the moon's devourer : 
Thus the summer shall be darken'd. 
And the sun forego her shining, 
And the winds upraise their wailing. 



THE SEMBLANCE OF THE PAST. 



Thebe is music that recalls the semhlance of an ancient town. 
Where a church was ever yocal, vocal with the changing 
chimes; 
And a river slowly creeping bore the barges up and 
down; 
And the quaint old greystone house told a tale of olden 
times: 
And the chords of joy or sorrow which those chimes struck in 
my soul, 
As I homeward- wending heard them, heard them wending 
back to school : 
Urging on the flying coach, or loath to reach the journey's 
goal. 
As dear freedom was before me, or the dull scholastic rule. 
m2 
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There is music that recalls the semblance of a shadowy aide 
Dimly-gleaming with the light of waxen tapers set 
around. 
And the deep-toned, sweet-toned organ's pealing solemnly the 
while, 
Loudly calling, lowly falling with uncertain bursts of 
sound; 
And that sweet low voice beside me, as I knelt in humble 
prayer, 
With that friend of friends whose deep love was a priceless 
joy to me ; 
And our arm-link'd walks together in the cloister'd allejB 
there. 
When we heard the shivering sound-peals swelling like the 
distant sea. 

There is music that recalls the semblance of a palaced 
height 
With a hundred trumpets blowing, blowing in a loud 
acclaim. 
And the booming of the cannon, and the banners gleaming 
bright, 
Rapture of a foreign army, but a conquer'd people's 
shame. 
And a white-robed long procession winding down the serried 
hill 
To the statued bridge that spans the noble Moldau eddying- 
deep. 
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Where the meek confessor bow'd him to the phrensied tyrant's 
wiU, 
And among the river eddies did his martyr's pahn-branch 
reap. 

There is music that recalls the semblance of the ocean 
strand, 
Where, a child, I loved to wander, gathering salt seaweeds 
and shells ; 
And a marramgrass-grown reach of shilling, quivering, sun- 
struck sand. 
Over which, on Simday mornings, rang the music of the 
bells 
From the grey church-tower uprearing from the red roofs of 
the town, 
Built where many a pleasant river mingles with the 
Northern main, 
And the sailors in the vessels haply passing up or down 
Heard the holy sounds, and joyful, shouted in accordant 
strain. 

These the semblances and visions which sweet music brings 
to me, 
Semblances of friends departed, echoes from &T-distant 
times: 
Always of the past it telleth, by its aid my soul set free 
Backwards towards its earliest being up life's ladder-steps 
ascends : 
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And however gaj the muaic, chords of sadness staike my 
heart, — 
Chords of sadness mix'd with gladness, for on earth all is 
not woe, — 
We maj still count friends as treasures though death's dark 
stream us may port. 
And dear scenes our own still reckon though time's tide» 
between us flow. 



THE FOEMAL GARDEN. 



In a close low hill-girt Inidland valley 
Pass'd I through a pleasure-garden trim ; 

Here a blank-faced statue^ there an alley 
Of close-shaven yew-trees damp and dim. 

Here a dial with a pompous motto, 
There a fountain squirting in a tank ; 

Here a colour'd glass and shell-deck'd grotto, 
There a formal walk on terrace bank. 

Here a wide-cut and pretentious vista 

Ending at a temple of cement, 
With an avenue its own twin si3ter, 

Where a Dutchman's heart would rest content. 

Are those fish ahve, or imitations, 
Which in yonder semicircle swim ? 

Made by hand those formal pine plantations 
Out of pasteboard to his lordship's whim ? 
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Well, indeed, my lord, you baniah'd Nature, 
Nobly over her with shears you reign ; 

If she does but show one single feature, 
Clip ! it vanishes from your domain. 

Well, indeed, my lord, you have succeeded. 

Well you've squared your garden to your mind ; 

For all know that fr^m your mind is weeded 
Everything that Nature had design'd. 



A PICTUEEJ 



Beneath a pine in Nargon's wavewom isle 
A young girl sat ; her long unbraided hair 
Flow'd in pale streaming ripples, and her eyes 
Shone brightly in the Baltic's briny air, 
(Dark-blue were they, and full of sweet surprise) ; 
And she, all habited in simple guise, 
A fisher's net was mending, and the while. 
Silently gazing, lay an English lad 
Beside her ; his young face, devoid of guile, 
Gloating upon the treasure which he had 
Open before him. They no common tongue 
Could speak ; and yet they spoke, and understood 
Each one the other's meaning, — clove's voice rung 
In silent glances, and their souls subdued. 
♦ From E. J. Hughes's "Log of the Pet." 



GOD HELP THE ENGLISH POOR ! 



O LoBDy how long ? how long shall Thy beloved 
Faint in hard bond-chains in the land of freedom ? 
O Lord, how long ? how long from dawn to daylight 
Shall Thy poor labour, mider-paid, mirestfiil ; 
While their strength lasteth toiling without respite, 
When their strength faileth set aside uncared for ? 

The bleak wind blew across the fen. 

The snow fell on the moor, 
When on a cold stone-heap I found 

One of the English poor. 

A wizen'd, withered man was he 

Of threescore years and ten. 
And no warm coat defended him 

From the wind across the fen. 
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From the grey dawn of morning 

Unto the fall of night, 
Day after day the old man sate 

In sad and sorry plight. 

For wasted were his once stout limhs, 

And you might see his hones 
Peer through his skin as there he sate 

Upon the cold hard stones. 

Breaking stones from dawn of day, 

Breaking stones till night, 
Yet more than stones were hroken there — 

His heart was hroken quite. 

And when I spoke, I saw the tears 
Steal down his sunken cheek ; 
" O Sir ! " he cried, " I gets for this 
Five shillings in the week. 

" We might. Sir, go into ' the House' 
This bitter, biting weather ; 
But don't you see. Sir, us poor folks, 
We likes to be together. 

" And my old wife, poor thing, is weak, 
And it would break her heart 
If she was forced to leave our cot, 
And we was forced to part." 
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I left the old man on the road 
That leads across the moor ; 
" God touch the rich man's heart," I cried, 
" God help the English poor ! " 

O Lord, how long? how long shall Thy belov^ 
Faint in hard hond-chains in this land of freedom ? 
O Lord, how long shall Thy poor he neglected ? 
IIow long shall thy young lamhs he left to wander, 
8unda3's and week-days, schoolless and uncared for ? 

The hleak wind hlew across the marsh, 

The snow lay on the moor, 
When in a wide ploughed field I found 

One of the English poor. 

A wizen'd wither'd child was he, 
Not more than eight years old ; 

His hands were hlue, his lips were hlue. 
And shrivell'd with the cold. 

His lips were hlue, his face was red, 

And he was thin ; God knows 
He had not food enough to eat ; 

All day he scared the crows. 

From morning dawn to fall of night. 

Whether it thaw'd or froze. 
He paced the clayey fallow's hound 

To scare the hungry crows. 
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From morning dawn to fall of night 

He had no rest nor play, 
And mito him the Sunday was 

A weary working-day. 

And when I spoke, I saw the tears 
Steal down his sunken cheek; 
" O Sir !" he cried, " I gete for this 
But eighteen-pence a week. 

** It's very lonely heing here, 
It frighten'd me at first, 
^nd I'd fax better be ai Bchool ; 
But that is not the worst. 

" I used, when I had scared the crows, 
To scoop a turnip out 
For brother Ben, but master once 
Seed what I was about, 

** And hided me for stealing. Sir, 
And stopt me half my pay ; 
So now I don't know what to do 
To pass the time away. 

"But, please. Sir, tell I what's o'clock 
Afore you turns to go ; 
Them yonder, Sir, is master's sheep 
A fatting for the show." 
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I looked into a neigfabooriiig fold. 

Plethoric sheep stood there. 
So hty they tctaee ooold stand to eat 

Their rich, luxurious £ue. 

I look'd into a neighhooring field. 
Fat hares were feeding there. 

So tame, they never moved away. 
But only stopt to stare. 

I tum'd away ; my heart was sad 
That hrute heasts should he fed, 

While Christian folks night after night 
Went Bupperless to hed. 

I tum'd away ; my heart was sad 
That Christ's lamhs should he lost, 

While prize-show sheep and pamper'd hares 
Were cramm'd at any cost. 

I left the crow-hoy in the field 
Above the snow-clad moor, — 
*' God touch the rich man's heart," I cried, 
" God help the English poor !" 



[ 
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OXFOED REVISITED. 



I. 



THE COLLEGE. 



I ENTER at the old familiar gate, 

I dine within the old familiar hall, 

I stand before the well-known ample grate 

I hear the bustling scouts' familiar call, 

And all the merry laughter, and the hum 

Of student-converse ; but to me 'tis gall 

And bitterness, for voices now are dumb 

Which most of all it jo/d my heart to hear 

In those swift-passing reckless college days. 

Which unto me a bright oasis were ; 

A sunlit spot within a cirque of haze : 

Voices are hush'd, and hands that clasp'd my own 

Are stiff and cold, and eyes which brightly shone 

Are dimm'd by death, and my changed life is drear. 
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II. 



THE MEADOWS. 



As of old time, I see the stream dividing 

The meadows gemm'd with fiitillary flowers ; 

As of old time, on Isis slowly gliding 

I see the students passing listless homs ; 

I see the smi behind the Gmnnor hills 

Sink down in purple clouds, and on the towers 

Cast lights resplendent, and on Cherwell's rills ; 

But a deep sadness all my spirit fills, — 

For they amidst these scenes no more are found 

With whom I pass'd my lifers most happy hours, 

And unto whom my soul was closest bound : — 

Brave hearts and tender ! True and steadfiset wills ! 

Where are they now ? Scatter'd upon the shore. 

Of life's wide^sea, I may not see ihem more. 



OXFORD BEVISITED. 



III. 



THE HILLS. 



The fresh West wind upon the Hurst is blowing 
Across the Berkshire plains as from the sea ; 
At Bablock Hythe the river-streams are flowing 
Down from the Western hill-swathes crystallj. 
• In Wytham woods the hyacinth's azure bells 
. And quaint herb Paris blossom as of yore ; 
And to the student-haunted Hincksey dells 
Is borne the sacred city's distant roar 
In muffled cadence ; yet for me no more 
From out my heart a stream of gladness wells : — 
Ah ! not BO now ; my heart is as a stone ; 
My friends have pass'd away, I stand alone ; — 
Nature may calm, but cannot fill with gladness, 
A heart like mine, bow'd down with heavy sadness. 
N 
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IV. 



THE BELLS. 



Eixa on, ye bells, the heavy silence break ; 

King on, ye bells, with your familiar Yoices ; 

No more with gladness to my heart ye speak ; 

No more in hearkening my rapt soul rejoices. 

Ring on, ye bells, may some friend's heart beat high, 

And gladden at the triumph of a friend ; 

Ring on, and to the expectant city send 

Tidings of hard and well-eam'd victory. 

Ring on, but now the names of those who strive 

In Academic contest unto me 

Are all unknown ; but happy memories live 

Withiji my heart of those for whom of eld 

Ye peal'd your notes triumphant, and I see 

Their forms arise who in the grave are held. 



NOTES. 



Note A, p. 31. 

" The wedding-g^est sate on a stone, 
He cannot choose bat hear." 

C0LEKID6E*S Anctent Mariner. 

Note B, p. 76. 
The picturesque Mill-bridge of Lnzem, bnilt over the mshing Renss, is 
linng with faded pictures representing the Dance of Death. The artist* s 
name was Meglinger. 

Note C, p. 120. 

Thomas Keep, whose case was mentioned in the newspapers, was a lad 
attached to one of the English regiments, who, after Alma and some of the 
succeeding battles, spent the night in tending the wounded, many of whose 
lives he was the means of saving. 

Note D, p. 122. 

It is the custom, during harvest-time, in Norfolk, for boys and others to 
blow long straight horns, called " harvest-horns." The "horkey " is the 
supper given, in accordance with a good old custom, by the farmer to his 
men at the conclusion of harvest. 

''Largess" is the money collected in Norfolk and Suffolk by the labour- 
ers, either from passers-by or from the wealthier inhabitants of their 
village. 
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NoTZ E, p. 138. 

John Nepomnk, a priest, was cast from the bridge of Prag into the 
Mohlaa by order of the Bohemian king Wenoeskos (a.j>. 1383) became 
he resolutely refused to betray the confession of the queen, five stars, 
s<i says the legend, hovered oyer the place where his body lay in the river, 
for three days, till the body was found. Notwithstanding this miracle, the 
poor confessor seems to have been buried quietly enough. In the year 
17'29, however, John Nepomuk was canonized, and his body disinterred 
and placed in a magnificent but tasteless shrine of silver, in the cathedral 
uf St. Vitus in the Hradchin ! Conspicuous among the huge statues on 
the bridge of Frag is that of St. John Nepomuk, who is now regarded by 
Romanists as the patron of bridges. The feast of St. John Nepomuk is 
celebrated on the 16th of May, and attracts an immense nunlber of pilgrims 
to Prag. 

Note F, p. 154. 

The Isles of Aran, called Aranmore, Inmismane, and Innishere, lie in 
the Atlantic off the mouth of Galway Bay. Aranmore, though very bare, 
contains much to interest the geologist, the botanist, the antiquarian, and 
the lover of Nature. The whole island is one vast rock of grey limestone, 
which at rare intervals is thinly covered with soiL The limestone is every- 
where split and shivered into thousands of crevices, and is likewise covered 
with disrupted fragments of rock of all sizes. In the crevices grow nume- 
rous plants, of which the most interesting is the beautiful and rare AtU- 
anium Capillus-FenerU, or True Maiden-hair Pern. In this remote isle an 
extremely ancient custom survives, that, viz., of erecting cairns by the sides 
of paths, and in the enclosures, not over th^ bodies, but to the memonf of 
departed friends. Most of these cairns closely resemble those ascribed to 
tlie ancient Celts, and consist of huge stones laid one upon another, or 
placed on end by themselves. Some few are surmounted by crosses ; and 
an inscription upon one of them, "Lord, have mercy on the soul of Mary 
Mullen ! " first gave me a clue to their use. In Aranmore there are some 
interesting ecclesiastical antiquities, and perhaps the finest specimen in ex- 
istence of the Pagan- Irish circukr fort. The cliib on the outer side of 
the Island of black, horizontal strata, descend sheer down into the deep 
Atlantic, whose waves of deepest and clearest blue come sweeping in in 
long unbroken swell against their base. When I visited this grand scene, 
not a ship was in sight, and but one doud appeared in the blue firmament. 
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which, resting on the horizon, had all the look of an island, for which I at 
first mistook it. This stmck me as being somewhat singolar, for the Aran 
folks imagine that they at times can descry, far ont in the Atlantic, the 
" Hy Brysail," or Enchanted Isles, " where," as an old man told me 
gravely, " dwell the fairies.** Moore's beantifnl song beginning— 

** Aranmore! Aranmore ! 
How oft I think of thee ; 
And of the days when by thy shore 
I wander*d, young and free ! ** 

— allades to this superstition. The readiest mode of access to this interest- 
ing island is, perhaps, to take a boat from Boundstone,near Ballynahinch, 
in Connemara. Aranmore is beyond the limits of the General Post. 

Note G, p. 161. 

It is unnecessary to add, that the metre of this firagment of the Edda 
rfrom Mallet's Northern Antiquities) is imitated from Longfellow's "Song 
of Hiawatha." The writer may, perhaps, be allowed to express a wish that 
the author of the last-named beautiful poem would undertake the task of 
rendering the Edda in similar measure and spirit ; a work for which he is 
80 eminently fitted, and in which he would doubtless be no less successful 
than he has been in his rendering of the Indian legends in " Hiawatha." 
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With an Index. Imperial 8to., half-bound, price 12«. 6d. 

** In the preface to his edition of Cflesar, Mr. Long has exhibited so complete 
a maatery of the f;eo^raphy of his subject, that, on reading his author. Me 
always ivlshed for his own map of the scene of onerations, and our wish has 
now been gratified by the present publication, wnich, amongst others, con- 
tains of course a map of Ancient Gaul. We wHI ndt pretend that we have 
diligently examined every map ; but we have examined quite euough to be 
fully* justified in declaring these mbps what we are conscientiously persuaded 
of tneir being— the very best of the sort that have been published in England. 
They are also beautifully executed, and published at a moderate price for so 
elaborate a work. . . . We very earnestly recommend this book of maps 
to everv student who desires to study ancient literature with full advantage." 

A GRAMMAR SCHOOL ATLAS, adapted for Junior 

Boys, containing 10 Maps, selected from the above. Price 5«. 

THE WORKS OF VIRGIL, closely rendered into English 
Rhythm, and illustrated from British Poets of the 16th, 17th, and 
18th centuries. By the Rev. ROBERT CORBET SINGLETON, 
M.A., Late Warden of St. Peter's College, Radley. In Two Volumes. 
Vol. I., just published, price 9s, 

** For the scholastic uses designed by Mr. Singleton, his translation is well 
adapted. Masters and tutors wUl find it useful for reference, and as a ground, 
work for their comments and prelections. To the general reader the most 
acceptable part of the book will be found in the illustrative extracts of the 
English poets. There are in the first volume about ninety quotations from 
Shakspeare, and above a hundred from Spenser and many others, from 
Chaucer down to Thomson."— X«t/erary Gazette, 

SABRINAE COROLLA: a Yolume of Classical Transla- 
tions and Original Compositions, contributed by Gentlemen educated 
at Shrewsbury School. With Nine Illustrations. 8vo., cloth, lbs. 
Also handsomely bound in various styles. 

•* We cannot close this article without congratulations to the lovers of Latin 
scholarship on the publication of that ele>;ant and tasteful volume, the 
'Sabrinae Corolla.' It has happily been the means of calling forth from 
privacy many of Dr. Kennedy's effusions, a scholar in competition with whom 
no contemporary, we believe, will presume to enter the lists of classical com- 
position. We cannot, within our limited space, attempt to do justice to the 
manifold beauties of his style and his extraordinary command ulritLsque 
Ungua.'*— Blackwood' a Magazinet November. 

SELECTIONS FROM OVID : Amores, Tristia, Heroides, 

Metamorphoses ; with Prefatory Remarks. 12mo., 2s. Qd, cloth. 

This Selection is intended to afford an introduction, at once easy 
and unobjectionable, to a knowledge of the Latin language, after a 
boy has become well acquainted with the declension of nouns and 
pronouns, and the ordinary forms of verbs. 
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^SCHYLI TEAGCEDIiE. Eecensuit, emendavit, ex- 
planavit, et brevibus Notis instruzit F. A. PALEY, A.M., olim Coll. 
Diy. Johan. Cant. 2 vols. 8vo., 1/. 4«. 



t. d. 
Oresteia. (Agamemnon, 

Choephori, Eumenides) 7 6 
Agamemnon (2ad Edit.) . 4 6 
Choephori 
Eumenides (2nd Edit.) . 4 



t. d. 

Perss 3 6 

Prometheus Vinctus . .40 
Septem contra Thebaa, et 

Fragmenta . . .56 
Supplices (2nd Edit.) . 4 6 



A SHORT LATIN GRAMMAR on the System of Crude 
Forma. By T. HEWITT KEY, M.A., F.C.P.S. ; late Professor of 
Latin, now of Comparative Grammar, in University College, London; 
Head Master of University College School. Small 8vo., 3«. 6<f. 
cloth. 

LATIN ACCIDENCE. Consisting of the Forms, and in- 
tended to prepare boys for KEY'S Short Latin Grammar, llie 
simple arrangement of the Eton Grammar has been followed as far as 
is consistent with the crude form system. Small 8vo., 2f. cloth. 

RULES FOR OVIDIAN VERSE; with some Hints on the 
Transition to the Virgilian Hexameter, and an Introductory Preface. 
Edited by JAMES TATE, M.A., Master of the Grammar School, 
Richmond. 8vo., 1«. %d, sewed. 

THE MASTER'S LATIN VERSE BOOK. Being a Selec- 

tion of Fables in Latin Prose ; to which is annexed a Version in Latin 
Elegiac Verse, with an English Translation. Fcap. 8vo., 4». cloth. 

This is intended as a step between the ordinary Verse Books and 
Original Composition. The Latin Fable is to be given out as a sub- 
ject to be turned into Latin Verse. The English may be used occa- 
sionally where the original presents any difficulty. 

MATERIALS FOR LATIN PROSE. Being a Selection 

of Passages from the best English Authors, for Translation into Latin. 
By the Rev. PERCIVAL FROST, late Fellow of St. John's College, 
Cambridge. Fcap. 8vo., 2«. 6<f. 

*#* Masters and Tutors may 
application to the Publishers^ price 4«. 

REDDENDA; OR, PASSAGES WITH PARALLEL 
HINTS FOR TRANSLATION INTO LATIN PROSE AND 
VERSE. The latter comprising Exercises in Elegiac, Hexameter, 
and Alcaic Metre. By FRED. E. GRETTON, B.D., Head Master 
of Stamford Free Grammar School, formerly Fellow of St. John's 
'Uege, Cambridge. Post 8vo., 4«. 6f7. cloth. 
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CLASSICAL PAEALLELS. By FEBDEEIC E. GEET- 

TON, B.D.y Head-Master of Stamford Grammar School; and late 
Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge. 8vo. 2«. 6d, 

SELECTIONS FROM HERRICK, for Translation into 
Latin Verse, with a short Preface. By the Rey. A. J. MACLEANE, 
M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge. 12mo., 2«. 6d„ cloth. 

'* The deiign of the compiler of this collectioa apparertly is, to suggest 
modes of thought, and to supply the means of legitimate appropriation of ideas, 
to young students of Latin Verse composition. Of all our English poets there 
is, perhaps, no one whose poetry is so much imbued with the spirit of Horace 
and his contemporaries as Herrick. This is a judicious selection of the pieces 
best suited for the purpose In view, and it is prefaced with some remarks of a 
general nature on versification, well calculated to assist in forming the taste 
and style of a learner.*'— ^ngtf«A Journal of Education. 

FLORILEGIUM POETICUM ANGLICANUM ; or. Se- 
lections from English Poetry, for the use of Classical Schools, 12mo., 
price 3«. 6<f. cloth. 

** The appearance of this volume Is owing to the want, which has been often 
and vexatiously felt, of some collection of Classical English Poetry which 
might furnish the younger boys of our Grammar Schools with subjects for 
repetition, and the elder ones with materials for translation into Latin and 
Greek verse."— Pr^/oce. 

FIRST CLASSICAL MAPS ; with Chronological Tables 
of Grecian and Roman History, and an Appendix of Sacred Geo- 
graphy and Chronology. Second Edition. By the Rev. JAMES 
TATE, M.A., Master of Richmond Grammar School. Imperial 8yo., 
78. 6<i. cloth. 

QTJINTUS HOEATIUS FLACCUS, the Text, with 50 
Illustrations from the Antique, drawn by T. D. SCOTT, and en- 
graved on Wood. Fcap. 8to. Price 5«. 

It is well known that the Roman Poets drew many of their images 
from the works of art, especially Greek, with which they were so 
familiar. The design of this volume is to put hefore the readers of 
Horace a few good specimens of the source from which many of his 
expressions are no doubt derived ; as well as to provide an edition of 
a favourite author, with appropriate and suggestive embellishments. 

The Illustrations have been selected chiefly for the purpose of 
throwing light upon the text, and the few that have been chosen for 
their own artistic excellence will be found for the most part to illus- 
trate allusions in the Author. 

The Drawings have been made by Mr. T. D. Scott, and the En- 
gravings executed under his superintendence. 

'* A remarkably pretty little edition of the works of ' Q. Horatius Flaccus* is 
before us, quite a specimen of paper and printing. The text is that of Mr. Mac 
leane, in tne late edition in the * Blbliotheca Classica.' The illustrations 
are from ancient sources, and are (many of them) exquisite wood-cuts."— 
Guardian, 
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GI.ASSZCAI. TABI.BS. 

TABLES OF LATIN ACCIDENCE. By the Rev. P. 
FROST, M.A., late Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge. 
Price Is. cloth. 

TABLES OF GREEK ACCIDENCE. By the Rev. P. 
FROST, M.A., late Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge. 
Price Is, cloth. 

FIRST STEPS TO LATIN VERSIFICATION. Scansion 
and Structmv of the Ovidian Verse. Folded on cloth. Is. 

PRINCIPLES OF LATIN SYNTAX. Folded on Cloth, Is. 

THE PRINCIPAL TENSES OF IRREGULAR GREEK 
VERBS OF FREQUENT OCCURRENCE. Folded on cloth, 1#. 

THE HOMERIC DIALECT ; its leading forms and pecu- 
liarities. By JAMES SKERRETT BAIRD, T.C.D., Author of a 
"Catalogue of Greek Verbs/' &c. 8vo., cloth. Is. 6d. 

A CATALOGUE OP GEEEK VEEBS, Irregular and 
Defective, their leading Formations, Tenses in nse, and Dialectic 
Inflexions, arranged in a Tabular form, with an Appendix, containing 
Paradigms for Conjugation, Rules for formation of Tenses, Remarks 
on Augment, &c. By J. S. BAIRD. Royal 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 



RULES FOR THE QENDER OF LATIN NOUNS AND 

THE PERFECTS AND SUPINES OF VERBS;, with an Appen- 
dix containing Hints on Latin Construing, for the Use of Schools. 
By the Rev. HERBERT HAINES, M.A.,of Exeter College, Oxford, 
and Second Master of the College School, Gloucester. Price Is. 6d. 

DE. ROBINSON'S GEEEK LEXICON TO THE NEW 

TESTAMENT; condensed for Schools and Students ; with a Parsing 
Index f eoniaining the Words which occur, and showing their deriva- 
iions. 12mo., 573 pages, price 7s. 6d. cloth. 

** Making U8«> of the well-directed labour and well-earned fame of Dr. 
Robinson's 'Lexicon,' an English editor prepares this condensed work for 
the use of schools and students. Utility is the main object aimed at, so far as 
the younff scholar is concerned, and therefore those parts of the original work 
are most fully given which are most essential to those who are only learners. 
Thus the inflections of all verbs, in an^ degree irregular, appear in their 
order ; and in an appendix a copious parsing lUdex is given. For those who 
have only a slight knowledge of the Greek languHge, no lexicon will be found 
more useful than Robinson's Lexicon Condensed.'^— Ziiterary Gazette. 

A GREEK AND ENGLISH LEXICON TO THE NEW 
TESTAMENT. By JOHN PARKHURSTj edited hy HUGH 
JAMES ROSE, B.D. New edition, carefully revised, with the 
addition of points to the Hehrew, and an Appendix of Proper Names 
to the New Testament. By J. R. MAJOR, D.D., King's College. 
8vo., 21s. cloth. 
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DOMUS POETENTOSA; or, The Haunted House. By 
the late THOMAS HOOD. Literally rendered into Latin Elegiac 
verse, by the ReT. PHILIP A. LONGMORE, M.A., late Scholar of 
Emmanuel College, Cambridge; incambent of Hermitage, near 
Newbury, Berks. Post 8vo. 2«. ^ 

PROCEEDINGS OF THE PHILOLOGICAL SOCIETY, 

1842 to 1853. 5 vols. 8vo. 2/. lOs. 

The circulation of these proceedings has hitherto been limited to 
the Society. A few copies have been made complete by reprinting, 
and they are now issued to the public at the above reduced price. 
They contain papers by the most eminent philologists of the day. 

A MANUAL OF HEBREW VERBS, to facilitate the 
acquirement of the various Changes in the different Conjugations of 
Regular and Irregular Verbs. For the Use of Beginners. 8vo., 
price 3«. 

A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON THE CONSTRUCTION 
OF THE OBLIQUE BRIDGE, WITH SPIRAL AND EQUILI- 
BRATED COURSES. By J. BASHFORTH, M.A., Fellow of St. 
John's College, Cambridge. 8vo., cloth, 98. 

By the same Author. 
A GENERAL TABLE FOR FACILITATING THE 
CALCULATION OP EARTHWORKS. 8vo., with a Slide Table 
on Wood. Price 7«. 6<f. 

By the same Author. 

A GENERAL SHEET TABLE FOR FACILITATING 
THE CALCULATION OF EARTHWORKS. Price 2». 6d. 

THE ELEMENTS OF EUCLID, BOOKS I— VI., XI. 

(1—12), XII. (1, 2). A New Text, based on that of SIMSON. 
Edited by HENRY J. HOSE, B.A., late Scholar of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, and Assistant Master of Westminster School. With an 
improved set of Figures, 12mo. price 4«., cloth; or At. 6d. with a 
graduated series of Exercises. 

** Mr. Hose has supplied all that was wanting in Simson's valuable work to 
render the propositions complete in every part— enunciation, construction, 
demonstraticm, and corollary. All possible hypotheses are taken into account, 
every thing requiring proof is rigorously demonstrated, a full explanation is 
Kiven of each step, and the corollaries, instead of being barelj^ stated, are 
carefully worked out Other good points about this edition are strict accuracy 
of expression, and distinctness of arrangement— the several parts of each pro- 
position being clearly marked so as to facilitate the comprehension and 
recollection of the who\v,"—jithenteum. 

*^* The Exercises are sold separately, price Is. 
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MANUAL OF ASTRONOMY: a Popular Treatise on 
Descriptive, Physical, and Practical Astronomy ; with a familiar Ex- 
planation of Astronomical Instruments, and the best methods of 
using them. By JOHN DBEW, F.R.A.S. Second Edition. With 
numerous ilUutrations, price 5»., cloth. 

''Avery good little manual, with a number of well-engraved maps and 
diagrams, and written in a brief and clear style, yet with 8u£Bcient fulness to 
preserve it from dryness.*'— ^tiartlian. 

THEORY OF ELLIPTIC INTEGRALS, AND THE 
PROPERTIES OF SURFACES OF THE SECOND ORDER, ap- 
plied to the Investigation of the Motion of a Body round a Fixed 
Point. By the Rev. J. BOOTH, LL.D. 8vo., 7t. 6d. 



ENUNCIATIONS AND COROLLARIES OF THE PRO- 
POSITIONS OF THE FIRST SIX BOOKS OF EUCLID; to- 
gather with the Eleventh and Twelfth. 18mo., sewed, l«. 

ENUNCIATIONS AND FIGURES BELONGING TO 
THE PROPOSITIONS OF THE FIRST SIX AND PART OF 
THE ELEVENTH BOOK OF EUCLID'S ELEMENTS; usuaUy 
read in the Universities ; prepared for Students in Geometry. By the 
Rev. J. BRASSE, D.D. Fifth edition, Is., sewed. 

THE SAME. Printed on loose Cards, for use in the School 
or Lecture Room, in a Case. 5«. 6d. 

A TABLE OF ANTI-LOGARITHMS; containing to Seven 
Places of Decimals, natural Numbers, answering to all Logarithms 
from OOOOI to 99999 ; and an improved Table of Gauss's Logarithms, 
by which may be found the Logarithm to the sum or difference of 
Two Quantities where Logarithms are given; preceded by an Intro- 
duction, containing the History of Logarithms, their Construction, 
and the various Improvements made therein since their inven- 
tion. By HERSCHELL E. FILIPOWSKI. Second edition, revised 
and corrected. 8vo., doth, lbs. 

THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF GREAT CIRCLE 

SAILING UNDER ONE GENERAL RULE. With Examples 
by the Rev. P. ROBERTSON, M.A., Examiner in Navigation and 
Nautical Astronomy, Aberdeen. 8vo., sewed, Is. 6d. 
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THS DSVOTZONAI. I.ZBRARY. 

Edited by WALTER FARQUHAR HOOK, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 

A series of Works, original, or selected from well-known Church of 
England Divines, which, from their practical character, as well as their 
cheapness, are peculiarly useful to the Clergy for Parochial Distribution. 

HELPS TO SELF-EXAMINATION, ^d. . . . Original. 
THE SUM OF CHRISTIANITY, !</.... A. Ellis. 
DIRECTIONS FOR SPENDING ONE DAY WELL, ^d. Syngb. 
SHORT REFLECTIONS FOR MORNING AND EVENING, 2d. 
PRAYERS FOR A WEEK, 2d. . Sorooold. [Spinckes. 
The above may also be had, bound together in cloth, as V Helps to 
Daily Devotion,** price Bd. 

THE CRUCIFIED JESUS, 3d Hornbck. 

THE RETIRED CHRISTIAN, 3d. ... . Ken. 

HOLY THOUGHTS AND PRAYERS, id. . . Original. 

THE SICK MAN VISITED, 3rf Spinckes. 

SHORT MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY IN THE 

YEAR, 2 vols. (1260 pp.), cloth, 5«. ; calf, gilt edges, 9s. Original. 
The separate Parts may be had. 
THE CHRISTIAN TAUGHT BY THE CHURCH 

SERVICES. Cloth, 2s. 6d. ; calf, gilt edges, 4s. 6d. Original. 
The separate Parts may be had. 
PENITENTIAL REFLECTIONS FOR DAYS OF 

FASTING AND ABSTINENCE. (Tracts for Lent.) 6rf. Compiled. 
RULES FOR THE CONDUCT OF HUMAN LIFE, Id. Synge. 
EJACULATORY PRAYERS, 2d. ... . A. Cook. 

PASTORAL ADDRESS TO A YOUNG COMMUNICANT, ^d. 
LITANIES FOR DOMESTIC USE, 2d. . . Compiled. 

FAMILY PRAYERS, cloth, 6d. .... Original. 

COMPANION TO THE ALTAR, cloth, 6<l. . . Unknown. 
SACRED APHORISMS, cloth, 9d. . . . Bishop Hall. 

DEVOUT MUSINGS ON THE PSALMS, Parts I. to 

IV., cloth. If. each ; or 2 vols, cloth, bs.- . . ' Original. 

THE EVANGELICAL HISTORY OF OUR LORD 

AND SAVIOUR JESUS CHRIST, Part L, 4(i.; 

Part II., Bd. ; Part III., 4d. ; or complete in cloth, 2s. ; 

calf, 4b Reading. 

CHURCH SCHOOL HYMN BOOK, cloth, Bd. . . Compiled. 
PRAYERS FOR THE YOUNG, \d 

%* The smaller Tracts may be had in three vols., under the titles of 
" Aids to 8 Holy Life,*' 2 vols., Zs. 6d. ; and ** Devotions for Domestic 
Use," 2s. 
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SHORT MEDITATIONS FOR EVERY DAY IN THE 

YEAR. Edited by W. F. HOOK, D,D, Four vols., fcap. 8vo., 
large type, 14«. cloth ; 30«. morocco. 

*' Remarkable for the freshness and vi^rour which are maintained through* 
out." — thrittian Remembrtmcer. 

••All charch people will hail with heartfelt welcome this b«?autiftilly printed 
edition of a work, the Christian piety and spiritual powers of which have been 
already fully appreciated and deeply felt by thousands of pious and intelligenc 
readers."— C'AurcA Sunday School Magaxine. 

THE CHRISTIAN TAUGHT BY THE CHURCH'S 

SERVICES. Edited by W. F. HOOK, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. New 
Edition in two vols., fcap. 8vo., large type, fine paper> 10«. ; calf, old 
style, 149. 

•'The plan is exceedinslv good; the seasons of the Christian vear are ad- 
mirably marked by suitable contemplations.** — Christian Bememhrancer. 

HOLY THOUGHTS AND PRAYERS, arranged for Daily 
Use on each Day of the WeeK, according to the stated Hoars of 
Prayer. New Edition, with Additions. 16mo., cloth, 2s. ; calf, gilt 
edges, 3«. 

*• Well arranged ; . . . and from its ecclesiastical and devotional tone is 
a valuable companion, especially for those whose occupation gives them op- 
portunity for frequent religious exercises.**— Cfenrtion Jietnemhraneer. 

VERSES FOR HOLY SEASONS. By C. F. H., Author 
of " Moral Songs," '•The Baron's Little Daughter." "The Lord of 
the Forest and his Vassals," &c. Edited by W. F. HOOK, D.D., 
Vicar of Leeds. Third Edition. Cloth, ^s. ; morocco, 6#. 6rf. 

•• An unpretending and highly useful bonk, suggestive of right thoughts at 
the right season "-^English Journal qf Education. 

THE CHURCH SUNDAY SCHOOL HYMN BOOK. 

Edited by W. F. HOOK, D.D. Large paper, cloth, 1*. 6rf. ; calf, 
Ss. 6d. 
%* For cheap editions of the above five books, see List of the Devo- 
tional Library. 

A LETTER TO HIS PARISHIONERS ON THE USE 
OF THE ATIIANASIAN CREED. By W. F. HOOK, D.D., 
Vicar of Leeds. Sixth Edition. Price 6d,, or As, the dozen. 

SERMONS suggested by the Miracles of our Lord and 
Saviour Jesus Christ. By W. F. HOOK, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 
Two vols. fcap. 8vo., lOs, cloth. Vol. II. may be had separately to 
complete sets. 
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SERMONS ON THE DOCTRINES AND THE MEA^S 
OF GRACE, AND ON THE SEVEN WORDS FROM THE 
CROSS. By GEORGE TREVOR, M.A., Canon of York. 12mo., 
cloth, 69. 

*' A volume of excellent, sound sermons, admirably suited to answer the end 
for which they were preached and are published, the promotion of practical 
piety.**— Jo*n Bull. 

** The sermons are manly and earnest in their resolution to look 

the truth in the face, and to enforce it against a prejudiced resistance, of which 
the writer evidently knows but too much ; and they shew, moreover, a trie 
conception of the tone by which that resbtance is to be meV'^Scottish Epia- 
eopal Journal. 

PLAIN SERMONS. By the late Rev. EDWARD BLEN- 
COWE. Three vols. fcap. 8vo., cloth, 78. 6d, Each sold separately. 

*' Their style is simple ; the sentences are not artfully constructed ; and there 
is an utter absence of all attempt at rhetoric. The language is plain Saxon 
language, from which ' the men on the wall ' can easily gather what it most 
concerns them to know. 

'* Again, the range of thought is not high and diflBcult, but level and easy for 
the wayfaring man to follow. It is quite evident ihat the author's mind was 
able and cultivated, yet, us a teacher to men of low estate, he makes no display 
of eloquence or argument. 

" In the statements of Christian doctrine, the reality of Mr. Blencowe's 
mind is very striking. There is a strength and a warmth and a life in his 
mention of the great truths of the Gospel, which shew that he spoke from the 
heart, and that. Tike the Apostle of old, he could say,—* I believe, and therefore 
have I spoken.' 

** His affectionateness too is no less conspicuous : this Is shewn in the gentle, 
earneHt, kind-hearted tone of every Sermon in the book. There is no scolding, 
no asperity of language, no irritation of manner about them. At the same 
time there is no over-strained tenderness, nor affectation of endearment ; but 
there is a considerate, serious concern about the peculiar sins and temptations 
of the people committed to his charge, and a hearty desire and determined 
effort fur their salvation."— TAratogtan. 
** Plain, short, and affectionate discourses.'*— jSngUrA Beviete, 

A HARMONY OF THE SACRAMENTS AND ORDI- 
NANCES OF CHRIST. A Course of Sermons, shewing how the 
blessedness of the Christian life consists in union with Christ through 
a continued use of the different means of Grace. By the Rev. C. D. 
KEBfiEL, B.A. 12mo. cloth, bs. 

SERMONS ON THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. Preached in 
Margaret's Chapel, Bath, by ARTHUR J. MACLEANE. M.A., 
Head Master of King Edward's School, Bath. 8vo., cloth, 10<. 6cf. 

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS OF THE PLAINEST 
KIND. ON THE NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY. By A. S. M. 
New Edition, ISmo., price Ad 
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THE TESTIMONY OF 8ACEED SCEIPTURE, the 

Church of the First Five Centaries* and the Reformed Church of 
England to the NATURE and EFFECTS of HOLY BAPTISM ; 
together with a Short Preliminary Treatise, and an Appendix of 
Extracts from the Baptismal Services of the Ancient Eastern, Roman, 
and Gallican Churches, and also from the Baptismal Services of the 
Greek, Syrian, Chaldsean, Armenian, and Coptic Churches. By JOHN 
GIBSON, B.D., formerly Fellow and Tutor of Sidney Sussex College, 
Cambridge, Vicar of Brent with Fumeux Pelham, Herts. Price 10*. 6d. 
**Mr. Gibson, of Furneux Pelham, has printed, under the title of 'Testi* 
mony of the Church tu Holy Baptism,' a very complete catena of authorities, 
patristic, ritual, and reformed, on the subject. The passages we observe are 
translated, and the work is creditable both to the scholarship and Churchman- 
ship of the writer. It brinss together Into an available compass what has 
hitherto been found iu detached and often inaccessible quarten.'* — Christian 
Remembrancer, 

SHORT SERVICES FOR FAMILY WORSHIP. Arranged 

chiefly from the Book of Common Prayer. With a Prefatory Address. 
By JOHN GIBSON, B.D., Vicar of Brent with Fumeux Pelham, 
Herts ; late Fellow and Tutor of Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge. 
12mo., cloth, 28. 

The aim of this selection is to furnish a set of Services that will 
take in all the great subjects of Family Prayer, and so short that the 
busiest household may have time for its devout utterance. It will be 
found suitable for those who have hitherto neglected the duty of 
Family Prayer. 

SACRAMENT OF RESPONSIBILITY ; or, the Testimony 
of Scripture to the teaching of the Church on Holy Baptism, with 
especial reference to the case of Infants, and Answers to Objections. 
New edition, 6d. ; post free, 7d, 

This Tract is written to supply a want felt by the writer, as a 
Parish Minister, of a short treatise in which the doctrine of the 
Church, that all infants are regenerated in Holy Baptism, should be 
proved by reference to Scripture alone, and the objections commonly 
urged against it fully and fairly stated, and answered on principles 
which the objectors themselves acknowledge. It has received the 
approbation of seven of our own Bishops, and two of the American 
Episcopal Church. 

THE EFFECT ON THE HUMAJNT HEART OF THE 
DUE DISCHARGE OF THE DUTIES OP CHRISTIANITY IN 
A FAMILY : an Essay which gained the Denyer Theological Prize in 
1855. By the Rev. JOHN SMITH GILDBRDALE, M.A., Oriel 
College, Oxford ; Assistant Master of the Forest School, Waltham- 
stow. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, price 2«. 6d. 
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INFANT BAPTISM A TRUE SACRAMENT. By 
JOHN GIBSON, B.D., formerly Fellow and Tutor of Sidney Sussex 
College, Cambridge ; Vicar of Brent with Furneux Pelham Herts. 
3rd edition, 12mo. sewed, 4d. 

THE CHURCH OF THE SCRIPTURES, AND THE 
DUTIES OF THE LAITY IN RELATION TO IT. Forty 
pages, 12mo., price 6<f. 

*' A tract containing mach sound principle against Romanism and Dissent." 
^EngUsh Review. 

*' An excellent compendium of ar(i;uments drawn from holy writ, by which 
the Church may be defended against Romanists and Dissenters."— PartsA 
Choir. 

THIRTY SERMONS. By the R«v. ALFRED GATTY, 
M.A., Vicar of Ecclesiield. Second Edition. 12mo., clpth, 8«. 

A SECOND SERIES OF SERMONS. By the Rev. 
ALFRED GATTY, 12mo., 8s. cloth. 

** We say willin<(ly of these Sermons, what we can seldom say of sermons 
published at the request of parishioners, that they justify the respect paid to 
them, and appear to us in somewhat the same light as we should suppose they 
seemed to those who listened to and admired them. They are sermons of a 
high and solid character, and are the production of a good Churchman. They 
are earnest and affectionate, and follow out the Church's doctrine."— TAe- 
ologian, 

** Plain and practical, but close and scholarly discourses."— iSJMcto/or. 

*' Warm-hearted aud thoughtful."— r^uardtan. 

THE VICAR AND HIS DUTIES; being Sketches of 
Clerical Life in a Manufacturing Town Parish. By the Rev. A. 
GATTY, 12mo., cloth, with Frontispiece, 2«. 6d, 

** It unites the merit of lively and faithful sketching, sound principles, and 
popular style." — Churchman** Maganne, 

PRAYERS FOR SCHOOLS AND FAMILIES. Compiled 
by the Rev. A. J. MACLEANE, M.A., Head Master of the Grammar 
School, Bath. 8to., 2t. cloth ; 4«. calf. 

A PRIEST TO THE TEMPLE ; or, the Country Parson ; 
his Character, and Rule of Holy Life. By GEORGE HERBERT. 
Cloth, 2«. ; morocco, 4«. Qd, 

THE TEMPLE, SACRED POEMS AND PRIVATE 
EJACULATIONS. By GEOBGB HERBERT, 32mo., cloth, 
2s, 6d, i morocco, bs,; morocco extra, by Hayday, at Tarious prices. 
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JOHN SELDEN. Table-talk, being the Discourses of JOHN 
SELDEN, or his Sense of various Matters of weight and high conse- 
quence, relating especially to Religion and the State. Royal 32moM 
cloth, 2i. ; morocco, As. 6d. ; morocco extra, by Hayday, at various 
prices. 

A SHORT EXPLANATION OF THE EPISTLES AND 
GOSPELS OF THE CHRISTIAN YEAR; with Questions for 
the Use of Schools. Edited by the Rev. C. MILLER. Royal 32mo., 
cloth, 2s. 6d. ; calf, 4s. 6d, 

** The object of this small work is to give some assistance to teachers, in 
imparting to children a simple and practical explanation of the Epistles and 
Gospels of the Christian year. Having been used with advantage in the school 
for which it was first drawn up, ana having been approved by others who 
have had experience in teaching, it is now published at the suggestion oCsome 
friends who are anxious to propagate right views of education, and who wish 
children, whether rich or poor, to oe trained up in the principles of the Church, 
in order that they may be * wise* unto salvation, and do their duty in that 
state of life unto which the providence of God may call them.*'~/'r^ace. 

** A running commentary on the Epistles and Gospels, interspersed with 
short and searching questions, to bring home to the minds of the hearers the 
meaning of what has just been read. The whole, plain and practical, is pub- 
lished as ' A short Explanation of the Bpistles and Gospels of the Christian 
Year, with Questions for the Use of Schools.' ** —Guardian. 

PRAYERS FOR CHILDREN. Contains Short and simple 
Prayers for daily use, as also for Sundays, Holydays, and other occa- 
sional times. The Preface contains some short and simple advice on 
the subject of Prayer. Part I. cloth, price 6<f. 

THE CHRISTIAN CHILD'S DAILY HELP. Being 
Part II. of Prayers for Children. Contains short and simple Reli- 
gions Exercises in a form tending to lead to religious practice. These 
Exercises being adapted to the teaching of the Christian Year, it is 
hoped that they may awaken a love for' the observance of those Holy- 
days and Seasons by which the Church so carefully seeks to train up 
children for their heavenly inheritance. Cloth, price 6<f. 

LYRA CHRISTIANA: Poems on Christianity and the 

Church, Original and Selected. From the Works of ROBERT 
MONTGOMERY, M.A., Author of " The Christian Life," " God 
and Man/' &c. 32mo., cloth, with a coloured Frontispiece, price As. \ 
morocco, 6«. 6<f. 

PSALMS AND HYMNS for the Use of the Church of 

En8;land at Home and in the Colonies. Selected by the Right Rev. 
J. W. COLENSO, D.D., Bishop of Natal. Three Editions, doth, 
6e/., Is., r.nd Is. 6d. respectively. 
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THE CHURCH HYMNAL. A Book of Psalms and 
Hymns, adapted for the Use of the Church of England and Ireland ; 
arranged as they are to be sang in Churches. 24mo., cloth, 1«. ; 18ino., 
cloth, 2«. : they may also be had with select Psalms at the same price. 
This collection has been sanctioned by the authority of a large 
nuniber of other clergymen, to whom the proof sheets were submitted 
by the Editor previous to publication, for the sake of correction and 
suggestion. It is now in use in several dioceses. 

SYMMETRICAL PSALMODY ; or, Portions of the Psalms 
and other Scriptures translated into Metrical Stanzas, with cor- 
responding Accents on corresponding Verses, for Musical Use. By 
the Rev. W. VERNON HARCOURT, Canon-residentiary of York 
Cathedral. 18mo., cloth, 1^. 6d. 

" It will be obaerwd by a very slight inspection of the volume that Mr. Bar- 
court has profited by bis own work, for the verses are beautifully correct in 
their rhythm, and supply fine specimens of versification." — Clerical Journal, 

A BOOK OP METEICAL HYMNS, arranged according 
to the Services of the Church of England. By a Clergyman. 18mo., 
doth, 1«. 

LYRA MEMORIALIS: Original Epitaphs and Church- 
yard Thoughts. In Verse. By JOSEPH SNOW. With an Essay 
by WILLIAM WORDSWORTH (reprinted by his permission). A 
New Edition, remodelled and enlarged. 12mo., sewed, 1«. 



and a more impressiye style in our churchyard memorials, and b^ every 
word and thought to point through the shadow of the tomb to the brightness 
and light beyond it. His work is, in truth, a treasury of feeling, and we And 
in its simplicity its highest merit. To the clergy this volume may be of signal 
use." — Theologian, 

THE HOUSEHOLDER'S MANUAL OF FAMILY 
PRAYER, accompanied by Short Forms of Devotion to be said in 
Private, intended chiefly for the use of Persons who are engaged in 
the callings of Hnsbandnr, Mechanical Arts, and Trade. By 
WILLIAM THORNTON/Vicar of Dodford. I2mo.,cloth, 1«. 

PSALMS, LESSONS, AND PRAYERS, FOR EVERY 
MORNING AND EVENING IN THE WEEK. Adapted to the 
Use of a Household. Compiled by the Rev. ERNEST HAWKINS. 
B.D. Second Edition. Price 9<2., or cloth Is. 

The plan of this little volume will be seen at a glance. A short Ser- 
vice — comprising a Psalm, a Lesson from Scripture, and Prayers with 
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Versiclet, or a Litany — is arranged for eTery Morning and Evening in 
the Weelc. The principal Prayen are parpoaely repeated, but tome 
variety is given to each Service, by the introduction of one or more 
suitable Collects; while at the end will be found other Forms of 
Prayer, and a large number of Collects, to be used at the discretion of 
the master of the family. Those for the great Fasts and Festivals 
of the Church should be used during the 9ea$ons to which they 
belong. 

** Mr. Ernest Hawkins has added to his many other serrices the pnblieatioa 
of a very simple and intelligible collection of Family Prayers. Its object is to 
give a devotional manual which has no references or complicationB in it. Its 
arrangement Is one of continuous reading, and what we much like there are 
prayers and intercessions for special purposes. A Manual of Prayers for 
Working Men, from the same author and publishers, is among the most practical 
and intelligible which we have seen.'*— C^r^tean Bemembraneer. 

MANUAL OP PRAYERS, for the Use more especiallj 
of Working Men and their Families. Compiled by the Rev. ERNEST 
HAWKINS, B.D. Third Edition. Sewed 2d., cloth, 4d. 

Publiihed/or the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign 

Parte. 
Published Monthly, price One Halfpenny, 

. THE GOSPEL MISSIONARY. A Magazine of Missionaiy 

and Colonial Intelligence, addressed chie^y to the Humbler Members 
of our Congregations, and the Children of our Schools. 

Vols. I. to IV., containing Nos. i. to zhiii., cloth lettered, now 
ready, If. each. 

abscribers 

Booksellers. 

INDIAN MISSIONS IN GUIANA. By the B«v. W. H. 
BRETT. Fcap. 8to., with Wood Engravings, price 5»« bound in 
cloth. 

" There is an immensity of interestine detail throughout this rolume, and 
we trust it may obtain a wide circulation/ '~i?n^2iM Review. 

THE KAFIR, THE HOTTENTOT, AND THE FRON- 
TIER FARMER : Passages of Missionary Life from the Journals of 
the Venerable Archdeacon MERRIMAN. Third Thousand, with 
Engravings, cloth, 3«. 6<f. 

" We are glad to give our opinion that a more simple and yet efrective record 
of missionary work in an English colony can hardly be found."— Criiardiofi. 
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THE LAND OP THE VEDA: India briefly described in 
some of its Aspects— Phyiieal, Social, Intellectaal, and Moral. By 
the Rev. PETER PERCIVAL. Crown 8to., 524 pages, with nearly 
Fifty IlinstratioDS, price 10«. 6d, 

** The Land of the Veda ii the title ffiven to a series of sketches of Indian 
manners and literature, originallv delivered in the form of lectures at St. 
Augustine's College, Canterbury, by the Rev. Peter Fercival. It is a neatly 
got up volume, with many pleasing illustrations, and a very useful ethnolosical 
map, and contains a great amount of compressed information on all kinas oi 
miscellaneous topics, iikelr to be very serviceable to those who are training 
for missionary work."~&iMrdMm. 



ARCHZTBOTVRfi AMD ARCKiEOZiOOY, 

ARCHITECTURAL STUDIES IN FRANCE. By the 
Rey. J. L. PETIT : with Two Hundred and Forty Illastrations from 
Drawings by P. H. DELAMOTTE and by the Author. Impl. 8vo. 
2/. 2«. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF ANCIENT ART; Four Hundred 
and Thirty-six Specimens of Objects discovered at Herculaneum and 
Pompeii. With description by the Rey. E. TROLLOPE. 4to. 
cloth, 25«. 

** A carefiil, erudite, and beautlftil work, and will no doubt be warmly wel- 
comed by the students of our Universities. "^^Mentfum. 

"This elesant volume aims to supply a cheaper and more accessible substi- 
tute for sucn elaborate works as that published by the Neapolitan Oovern- 
ment, or those of Maxois, Donaldson, & Ot\\,**Spectator. 

PROCEEDINGS OF THE ARCHAEOLOGICAL INSTI- 
TUTE, IN 1849. Communicated to the Annnal Meeting of the 
Archeological Institute, held at Salisbury in July, 1849. 8vo. cloth, 
with 66 illustrations, coloured and plain, 21s. 

Also, separately from the above, 

DIARY OF A DEAN. Being an Account of Silbury Hill, 
and of Tarious Barrows and other Earthworks on the Downs of North 
Wilts, opened and investigated in the months of July and August, 
1849. By the late JOHN MEREWETHER, D.D., F.S.A. Dean of 
Hereford. Thirty-five illustrations, cloth, 7s. 6d, 

PROCEEDINGS OF THE ARCHAEOLOGICAL INSTI- 
TUTE AT BRISTOL, IN 1851. With numerous lUustrations, 
Svo. 2Is. 
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PROCEEDINGS OF THE ABCHiEOLOGICAL INSTI- 
TUTE, AT NEWCASTLE, IN 1853. With mimeroas En^aviogs. 
2 vols. 8to. In the Prest, 

GOTHIC ORNAMENTS: being a Series of Examples of 
Enriched Details and Accessories of the Architecture of Great 
Britain. Drawn from existing Authorities. By JAMES K. COL- 
LING, Architect. Royal 4to., cloth, VoL I., price 3/. 13t. 6d; Vol. 
II., price 3/. 16f. 6d, 

The particular object of this work is " to exhibit such a number of 
examples of foliage, and other ornamental details of the different 
styles, as clearly to elucidate the characteristic features peculiar to 
each period ; and drawn sufficiently large in scale to be practically 
useful in facilitating the laboura of the Architect and Artist." 

The first- volume consists of 104 plates; nineteen of which are 
highly finished in gold and colours. The second volume, of 105 
plates ; twenty-three of which are in gold and colours. 

DETAILS OF GOTHIC ARCHITECTURE; measured 
and drawn from existing Examples. By JAMES K. COLLING, 
Architect. Royal 4to., published in monthly Nos. at 2m. 6d. 
Vol. I. containing Nos. 1 to 24, 21. 12«. 6d. cloth. 

THE SEVEN PERIODS OF ENGLISH CHURCH 
ARCHITECTURE; defined and illustrated by EDMUND SHARPE, 
M.A., Architect, M.I.B.A. An Elementary Work showing at a 
single glance the different changes through which our National Archi- 
tecture passed, from the Heptarchy to the Reformation. Twelve 
Steel Engravings and Woodcuts. Royal 8vo. 10«. 

Each Period, except the first, is illustrated by portions of the In- 
terior and the exterior of one of our Cathedral Churches of corre- 
sponding date, beautifully engraved on steel ; so presented as to en- 
able the Student to draw for himself a close comparison of the cha- 
racteristic features which distinguish the Architecture of each of the 
Seven Periods, and which are of so striking and simple a nature as 
to prevent the possibility of mistake. 

The first, or Saxon Period, contains so few buildings of interest or 
importance, as to render its comparative illustration unnecessary, if 
not impossible. 

THE CHURCHES OF THE MIDDLE AGES ; or. Select 
Specimens of Early and Middle Pointed Structures ; with a few of the 
Purest Late Pointed Examples, illustrated by Geometric and Per- 
spective Drawings. By HENRY BOWMAN and J. S. CROW- 
THER, Architects, Manchester. 2 vols, folio, 10/. lOs. ; tinted, 
JUL lU. large paper, 14/. 14«. 

~» can hardly conceive any thing more perfect. We heartily recom- 
e Series to all who are able to patronise it,**-^Ecclenologiti. 
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PARISH CHURCHES : being Perspective Views of English 
Ecclesiastical Structiires ; accompaoied by Plans drawn to a Uniform 
Scale, and Letterpress Descriptions. By R. and J. A. BRANDON, 
Architects. Containing 160 Plates, 2 vols, royal 8vo. price 2/. 2f. 

•* I also strongly recommend Braadon's * Parish Churches,* *Open Timber 
Roofs.' and 'Analysis of Ooihidc Architeciure.*'~7%e BiihopqfPredeneUm't 
Charge, 1848. 

AN ANALYSIS OF GOTHICK ARCHITECTURE. 

Illustrated by a Series of upwards of Seven Hundred Examples of 
Doorways, Windows, &c., accompanied with Remarks on the several 
Details of an Ecclesiastical Edifice. By R. and J. A. BRANDON, 
Architects. Two volumes, royal 4to., price 5/. 5s. 

THE OPEN TIMBER ROOFS OF THE MIDDLE 

AGES. Illustrated by Perspective and Working Drawings of some 
of the best varieties of Church Roofs, with Descriptive Letterpress. 
By R. and J. A. BRANDON, Architects. Royal 4to., uniform with 
the <* Analysis of Gothick Architecture." Price 3/. 3f . 

The work consists of perspective views (in some instances coloured) 
and geometrical drawings, showing the construction and the mould- 
ings of the various timbers, and is accompanied with descriptive 
letterpress. 

LECTURES ON GOTHIC ARCHITECTURE, chiefly in 
relation to St. George's Church at Doncaster, delivered in the Town 
Hall there, at Christmas, 1854. By EDMUND BECKETT 
DENISON, M.A., one of Her Majesty's Counsel. 12mo., sewed, 3s. 

RICHMONDSHIRE ; its Ancient Lords and Edifices : a 
concise Guide to the Localities of Interest to the Tourist and Anti- 
quary 3 with Short Notices of Memorable Men. By W. HYLTON 
LONGSTAFFE. SmaU 8vo., with Map, 3». 6rf. 

POCKET CHART OF BRITISH ARCHITECTURE, 

chronologically arranged; containing Seventy-five Figures, with 
a Descriptive Manual. By ARCHIBALD BARRINGTON, M.D. 
Price, on sheet, with Manual, 2«. In cloth, with Manual, 3s. 

POCKET CHART OF FOREIGN ARCHITECTURE; 

printed uniformly with the above, with a Descriptive Manual. 
By ARCHIBALD BARRINGTON, M.D. Price, on sheet, with 
Manual, 2s. In cloth case, with Manual, 3s, 
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CHRONOLOGICAL CHART OF BRITISH ARCHI- 
TECTURE ; with the Genealogy and Armorial Bearings of the 
Sovereigns of England, and parallel Tables of the most important 
events in British and General History ; with an Explanatory Volnme. 
By ARCHIBALD BARRINGTON. Price, Four Sheets, in wrapper, 
15«. In French Case or on Roller, 21«. Roller, varnished, 26«. 
The Explanatory Vol. 4«. in addition* 

** The purpotei of the Volume, and of the Chart which it is intended to 
accompany, is to enable the teacher to explain, and the learner to understand, 
the genealogy and lucceuion of the Sovereiffna of England, and the different 
styles of Eocfeslaatieal Architecture^two subjects of great importance. The 
tables of events are printed in bold letters, which readily catch the eye, and 
thus obviate the objection to the Renerality of Charts, that they present a dense 
mass of type, that repels rather than invites reference. The volume is written 
in a familiar style, and the information explicitly conveyed in the way of 
question and answer ; so that, without the formality of set conversations, the 
pupil's observations and inquiries are simply anticipated and satisfied.* '~ 

TABULAR DISPLAY OF BRITISH ARCHITECTURE ; 

with a Manual for Beginners, by which the Dates of our Cathedral 
and other Churches may be easily known. By ARCHIBALD 
BARRINGTON, M.D. Price, with the Manual, on sheet, 4«. In 
case, 5s. On roller, 7s. 6<f. On roller, yamished, 8«. 6d. The 
Manual by itself, 1«. 



CHURCH MI78XC. ETC. 



THE ORDER OF DAILY SERVICE, with the Musical 
Notation, as used in the Abbey Church of St. Peter, Westminster. 
Edited by E. F. RIMBAULT, LL.D., F.S.A., &c. 16mo., half, 
bound, 5s. 

Used at Ely Cathedral and the Temple Church. 

SELECT PSALM AND HYMN TUNES, ancient and 
modern, for Four Voices, with Accompaniment. By THOMAS 
INGRAM. lofperial 8to, sewed, 2s. 6d. 

" The selection is a Judicious one, comprising only such tunes as are of a 
solid and devotional character.* '~£ng<MA Journal qfjBducation, 

PSALTER AND CANTICLES IN THE MORNING 
AND EVENING SERVICES OF THE CHURCH, divided and 
pointed for Chanting, according to the use at the Temple Church, 
with Prefatory Directions, and Remarks upon the use of the Grego- 
rian Tones in the English Church. By JOHN CALVERT. 12mo, 
cloth, 4s. 6d, ; or strongly sewed and plainly bound in cloth, for use 
of choirs, I/. 10*. per dozen. 
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THIRTY-TWO SELECT CHAJ^TS; arranged for Four 
Voicet, with Aocompaniment. By T. INGRAM. Fcap. 8vo, 
sewed, 6d, 

These Chants are printed in small music type. They may be 
separated and placed in a Psalter or Prayer Book, so as to be conve- 
niently presented to the eye, along with the Psalm. 

THE CHORAL RESPONSES AND LITANIES OF 
THB UNITED CHURCH OF ENGLAND AND IRELAND, 
collected from authentic sources by the Rev, JOHN JEBB, A.M., 
Rector of Peterstow, Herefordshire. Folio, 30«. 

The present work contains a full collection of the harmonised 
ooftipositions of ancient date ; including nine sets of preoes and re- 
sponses, and fifteen litanies, with a few of the more ancient Psalm 
Chants. They are given in full score, and in their proper cliffs. In 
the upper part, however, the treble is substituted for the " cantus " 
or " medins*' cliff; and the whole work is so arranged as not only to 
suit the library of the musical student, but to be adapted for use in 
the Choir. 

In the Preface the authorities for the several documents are stated, 
the variations between the different copies noticed, and a succinct 
history given of this department of the English Choral Service since 
the Reformation. 

THE CHORAL CLASS BOOK ; or, Singer's Manual, for 
use in Churches, Families, Schools, and Choral Societies. By 
THOMAS INGRAM, of the Royal Academy of Music, late Con- 
ductor of the Motett Society, and Choral Master at the College, 
Brighton. 8vo, sewed, 2«. 6d, ; cloth, 3f. 6d, 

** An ably written manual for the study of those who wish to attain to the 
knowledge of takiu(( a part In the psalmody and vocal music of our church. 
A Kood book of this kind has long b«en wanting.*'— i?ng2»M JourtuU <tf 

HYMNS AND THEIR TUNES, selected for public and 
Private Worship; containing 107 Hymns, with Music on the opposite 
page, so as to be presented to the eye simultaneously. 18mo« cloth, 
3s. 6tf. 

PSALMS AND HYMNS for the Service of the Church. 
Bdng a collection of Tunes, adapted to the various measures of the 
several selections made for the Church, and more particularly to that 
compiled for the use of St. Margaret's, Westminster, by the Rev. 
H. H. MILMAN ; to which are added Chanto for the Services and 
Responses to the Commandments, with the words at length, and a 
concise system of chanting to enable all the congregation to join 
therein, selected by J. B. SALE. 4to, W. 5«. 
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MEM0IEE8 OF MUSICK. By the Hon. ROGER NORTH, 

Attorney-General to James I. Now first printed from the original 
MS., and edited, with copious Notes, by EDWARD F. RIMBAULT, 
LL.D., F.S.A., &c. &c. Handsomely printed in 4to, half bound in 
morocco, with a portrait. The remaining copies are raised in price 
to30«. 

Abounding with interesting Musical Anecdotes ; the Greek Fables 
respecting the origin of Music ; the rise and progress of Musical In- 
struments ; the early Musical Drama ; the origin of our present 
fashionable Concerts; the first performance of the Beggar's 
Opera, &c. 

MZ8CSI1X1ANBOU8. 

EXAMPLES OF ORNAMENT. Selected chiefly from 
Works of Art in the British Museum, the Museum of Economic 
Geoloicyi Marlborough House, and the New Crystal Palace. Drawn by 
FRANCIS BEDFORD, THOMAS SCOTT, and THOMAS MAC- 
QUOID ; and edited by JOSEPH CUNDALL. Handsomely printed 
in 4to. Nearly ready. 

This volume contains 220 different designs, 69 of which are elabo- 
rately coloured : they will be found useful for copying, and for ang. 
gestions to all classes of designers. Descriptive letter-press is attached. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, from the INVASION of 
' JULIUS C^SAR to tbe end of the REIGN of GEORGE II. By 
HUME and SMOLLETT. With the Continuation from the Acces- 
sion of George III. to the Accession of Queen Victoria. By the Rev. 
T. S. HUGHES, B.D., late Canon of Peterborough. With Historical 
Illustrations, Autographs, and Portraits. Also, Copious Notes, the 
Author's last Corrections, and Improvements. To be completed 
in Seventy- two Weekly Parts, Crown Octavo, with Illustrations, 
price One Shilling each ; and in 18 Monthly Volumes, bound in cloth, 
price 4«. each. Vols. 1 to 16 are now ready. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, from the ACCESSION of 
GEORGE III., to the Accession of QUEEN VICTORIA. By the 
Rev. T. S. HUGHES, B.D., late Canon of Peterborough. New 
edition, 7 vols., 8vo., 3^4 13#. 6d. 

AN HISTORICAL SKETCH OF THE CRIMEA. By 
ANTHONY GRANT, D.C.L., Archdeacon of St. Alban's, and 
Vicar of Romford, Essex. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, with a Map, 3#. 6d. 

** We are indebted to Archdeacon Grant for the best and most concise ac« 
count of the Crimea we hare :^et seen."— Xttorary Churchman. 
** The importance of the Crimea, as a territory, is more completely shown 
his little Tolame than in any other that we have seen." — JHherufum, 
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HITHER AND THITHER ; or, SKETCHES OF 
TRAVEL ON BOTH SIDBS OF THB ATLANTIC, contaioiog 
Notes of a Visit to Madeira, Lisbon, Gibraltar, Cadiz, Malta, Rome, 
New York, Canada, Kingston, the Falls of Niagara, Bay of Quints 
and Montreal. By REGINALD FOWLER, Esq., Barrister-at-law. 
In 8vo. price 10«. 6tf. 

" A liberal and gentlemanly tone prevails throughout. We have not noticed 
a single reprehensible sentiment. The riews of American Society are distin- 
guished bv a quiet good sense and freedom from prejudice not often met 

" Mr. Fowler's Sketches are not wanting in interesting details, and the 
narrative is the flree outpouring of a steady and careful pen,"— Ziterary 
Gdtzelte. 

ON THE STUDY OF LANGUAGE: An Exposition of 
Tooke's Diversions of Parley. By CHARLES RICHARDSON, 
LL.D., Author of ** A New Dictionary of the English Language." 
12mo., cloth, price 4«. 6tf. 

**The judicious endeavour of a veteran philoloffist to extend the philoso- 
phical study of language by popularising Horn Tooke's * Diversions of Purley.' 
Dr. Richardson has done good service to the 'study of language in this very 
judicious and compact recast, for the book is much more thau an abridgment." 
SpecUUor, 

A NEW DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH 

LANGUAGE. Combining Explanation with Etymology : and Illus- 
trated by Quotations from the best Authorities. By CHARLES 
RICHARDSON, LL.D. New edition, in 2 vols. 4to. In thepreu. 

** We have the various acceptations, In which every word has been used by 
approved writers, collected by Dr. Richardson, In a Dictionary such as, perhaps, 
no other language could ever boast} and we have a new guide for the theory and 
use of languages, ezemplifving his (H. Tooke's) principles by applying them to 
our tongue.*'— Quartmy Review. No. lzz. 

" It is * an admirable addition to our Lexicography,' supplying a great desi- 
deratum, as exhibiting the biography of each word, its birth, parentage, and 
education, the changes that have befallen It, the company It has kept, and the 
connexions It has formed, by a rich series of quotations, all in chronological 
order."— QiMtr<er2y Bemew, March, 1847. 

" In most cases Richardson's Dictionary, the only one from which I can pro- 
mise you effectual help, for it is the orUy English one, in which Etymology 
assumes the dignity of a Science, will put you in the right position for judging 
why the Word has been suggested to you."— TVencft on the Study qf Wordt, 

A NEW DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH 
LANGUAGE. Combining Explanations with Etymologies. By 
CHARLES RICHARDSON, LL.D. 8vo., new edition, m theprtn. 

"I should think a work of sueh merit and utility would find its way into 
public schools. You have rendered a service to all young students and young 
readers, who wish to understand their own language, to which beyond all doubt 
nothing au< simile aat secundum ever existed before."— 7Ae late Bev. Canon 
Tate to the Author, 
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A HISTORY OF ENGLISH RHYTHMS. By EDWIN 
GUEST, LL.D., F.S.A., Master of Caius College, CRmbridge. Two 
▼oU. 8to., 15«. 

REMINISCENCES OF THE UNIVERSITY, TOWN, 

and COUNTY of CAMBRIDGE, from the Year 1780. By the late 
HENRY GUNNING, M.A., Senior Esquire Bedell. Second Edition, 
Two vols., post 8to., price 21«. 

*' Some of the stories are extremely piquant, and others are interesting as 
pictures of manners and habits of our forefathars, and such as are not to be 
procured from the ordinary records of information respecting bygone times." 
'^Cavnbriage Chronicle. 

** We have preferred amusing extracts in such as we hare taken from Mr. 
Gunning's * Reminiscences ; ' but let not the reader suppose that there is 
not also grave information in them. The volumes contain interesting notices 
of many very distinguished characters connected with the period Uiey de- 
scribe, and with whom the author was personally acquainted.'* — Bxandner, 



POETRY OF THE YEAR: Passages from the Poets, de- 
scriptive of the Seasons, with Twenty-Two Coloured Illnstrations from 
Drawings by the following eminent Artists : — T. Creswick, R.A. ; C. 
Davidson ; W. Lee ; J. Mnller ; E. Duncan ; Birket Foster ; D. Cox ; 
H. Le Jeune; W. Hemsley; C. Branwhite; J. Wolf ; C. Weigall; 
Harrison Weir; R. R. ; E. V. B.; Lucette E. Barker. Small 4to., 
handsomely bound in cloth, 25«., morocco 35«., large paper 21. 2#., 
morocco 2/. 12«. ^d, 

"Trying the Tolume before us by its own pretensions, it may be pro- 
nounced as excellent on the whole, — a welcome specimen of the progress 
made in coloured book-illustration, and a tasteful evidence of what our 
English designers can do in illustration of Thomson, Bloomfield, Cowper, 
Clare, Hemaus, Tennyson, and other of our poets."— ittAemeum. 

SHADES OF CHARACTER; or, The Infant Pilgrim. By 
the late Mrs. WOODROOFFE. Sixth Edition. 2 vols. 12mo'., 
doth, \28. 

By the same, 
THE HISTORY OF MICHAEL KEMP, THE HAPPY 
FARMER'S LAD. A Tale of Rustic Life. Seventh Edition. 12mo. 
cloth« 4«. 

MICHAEL THE MARRIED MAN. A Sequel to the 
above. New edUion, 12mo, cloth, 6«. 6d. 

COTTAGE DIALOGUES; or. Characters and Scenes in 
Raral Life. New edition preparing. 
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THE WIDOW'S EESCUE; SELECT EULOGIES; 
SCHOOLED OR FOOLBD. a Tale ; with other Literary Recrea- 
tioni. Collected and RecoUected * by Sir FORTUNATUS 
DWARRIS, Knt , B.A., F.R.S., F.S.A. i2mo, cloth, 5#. 

A POETRY BOOK FOR CHILDREN, lUustrated with 
Thirty-three highly finished Engravingg, by C. W. Cope, R.A., A. 
Helmsley, S. Palnier, F. Skill, 6. Thomas, and H. Weir, price 29, 6d, 

THE FAIRY GODMOTHERS AND OTHER TALES. 
By Mrs. ALFRED 6ATTY, with lUnstrations. Small 8yo, cloth, 
4#. 6tf. 

PAYABLES PROM NATURE. By Mrs. ALFRED 
6ATTY. With four lUustrations. 16mo. cloth, price 1«. 6d. 

THE ENGLISH GENTLEMAN: his Principles, his Feel- 
ings, his manneri, his Pursuits. 12mo, sewed, 1«. ; calf or morocco, 
48. M. 

** We like him so well m to wish heartily we might meet many sach."— 
Theologian, 

"The object of the first of the four eMsys is to form the principles of a 
gentleman on a Christian standard. In the other three subjects, of feelings, 
manners, and pursuits, the riews, tbough strict, are of a more worldly kino." 
^Spectator. 

THE RICHES OF POVERTY. A Tale. By Mrs. 
ECCLES. In Fcap. 8to, Price 5s. 

**A sound and intelligent book. We can conscientiously recommend it. 
We have gone through it with interest, and are perfectly certain that those of 
our readers who may peruse it, especially such as have children, will thank 
us for drawing attention to a woik so innocently amusing and pleasantly in- 
structive. We have no hesitation in pronouncing it one of the best works of 
its kind."— C'AtircAmofi'f Magaaine, 

THE HAXMAKERS' HISTORIES. Twelve Cantos in 
Tena Rima. By RUTHER. 12mo, price 4s. 

**Thi8 is a seholarlylittle book, sweet as a meadow at haytime, and iUll of 
summer influences. We confess this little volume excites our curiosity ; and 
as to the writer, the skill with which the metre is carried through, the almost 
immaculate correctness of the rhymes, and the equality of strength which 
penrades the whole, would indicate a poet of some Btanding, although the 
style resembles none that we remember. Really, an imitation of some of 
Crabbe's works becomes in his hands a poem as dainty and fanciful as the 
garden scenes of Queen Fiametta in the * Decamerone.*'— .tftAentvum. 

"Many a faithful miniature of healthy nistic \\te.**—We»tmin8ter Bmiew. 

** The bard often rises to the fervour and dignity of a true poet of nature 
and the heart.'*— DuMtn Adcertuer. 

LYRIC NOTES ON THE EUSSIAN WAE, by the same 
Author, 12mo., cloth, I*. 
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THE ENGLISH JOUENAL OF EDUCATION, specially 
designed as a Medium of Correspondence among the Heads of Train- 
ing Colleges, Parochial Clergymen, and all Promoters of sound Edu- 
cation, Parents, Sponsors, Schoolmasters, Pupil Teachers, Sunday 
Teachers, &c. Published Monthly, price ^d. ; Stamped, Id, ; or in 
advance, 6«. 6(1. a year. A few sets have been made up, and may be 
had in eight volumes, price £3. May be ordered of all Booksellers 
or Newsmen, or will be sent direct by post on receiving a Post-ofSce 
order, for a Year^ 6«. 6<2. A Specimen Number on receipt of seven 
stamps. 

*«* This periodical has now been published during eight years, and 
has a wide and increasing circuhition amongst Clergymen and 
Teachers. 



AN INDEX TO FAMILIAR QUOTATIONS. Selected 
principally from British Authors, with parallel passages from Various 
Writers, Ancient and Modern. By J. C. 6R0C0TT, Attorney-at- 
Law. 12mo, cloth, 3«. 6<f. 

THE HOUSEKEEPING BOOK ; or, FAMILY LEDGER, 

on an improved principle, by which an exact account can be kept of 
income and expenditure, suitable for any year, and may be begun at 
any time. By Mrs. HAMILTON. 8vo, cloth, 1«. 6<f. 

** The simplest and shortest method of a weekly account of housekeeping 
expenses that we hare met with. The results ate clearly ascertainable at any 
time. Some very sensible advice to young housekeepers is affixed.*'^ 



\ 



A PRACTICAL SYNOPSIS OF ENGLISH HISTORY; 

or, A General Summary of Dates and Events, for the use of Schools 
and Private Families. By ARTHUR BOWES. Second Edition, 
8vo, cloth, 29. 

THE MANUAL OF BOOK-KEEPING; or, Practical 
Instructions to the Manufacturer, Wholesale Dealer, a;id Retail 
Tradesman, for Keeping and Balancing their Books in an easy and 
simple manner, with an Engraving illustrating the connection of the 
various hooks with each other. By an experienced Clerk. New edi- 
tion, 12mo, 4«. 

** Rather an ingenious attempt to attain a chief result of double entry, hy an 
extension of the system of single entry, intended chiefly for retail dealers and 
those who do not or cannot emplov a book-keeper. Each person must, of 
course, apply the system for himselft modifying the theor^p to his own case; 
•n«i Kv a close attention to the book, he may be able sufficiently to master its 
' •> do so.*'— Spectator, 



BELL AND DALDY, 186, FLEET STREET. 29 

SETS OF ACCOUNT BOOKS, Euled according to this 
systeiDy ftfr Merchants and Retail Dealers, at yarions prices from 
3/. 3tf. apwardsy may be had of the Pablishers. 

THE EXECUTOE'S AOCOIJNT BOOK, with Short 
Practical Instructions for the guidance of Executors. By a Solicitor.' 
Folio, cloth, 4«. 

*^* The Forms may be had without the Instructions, for the pur- 
pose of Probate. Price 28. 6d, 



RUDIMENTARY ART INSTRUCTION for ARTIZANS 

and Others, and for Schools. By JOHN BELL, Sculptor. Pre- 
pared at the request qf the Society of Arts. 

Manual 1.— FREE-HAND OUTLINE, Part 1— Outline from 
Outline, or from the Flat« With One Hundred Illustrations. 
Price 3#. 

Manual 2.^FREE.HAND OUTLINE, Part 2— OutUne from 
Objects, or from the Round. With Sixty Illustrations, price 4s. 

"The rales for plumbing and the elements of perspectire are very graphic, 
and are lucidly ^ven."-^Mhenaum. 

THE FIRST BOOK OF THE PIANOFORTE, with 
Exercises on Fingering and Questions. By E. F. RIMBAULT. 
Is. 6d, 

A TEUE ACCOUNT OF THE LIFE AND DEATH 

OF SIR JOHN KING. Knt. Counsellor at Law to King Charles 
II., Solicitor-General to James Duke of York, and one of the Masters 
of the Bench of the Society of the Inner Temple. Written by his 
Father in 1677» and now first published from the Original MS. With 
lUustratiye Notes. Fcap. 8to, with a portrait. In the Prtts. 

SELECTIONS FROM PERCY'S RELIQUES AND 

EVANS'S OLD BALLADS, suitable for committing to Memory, for 
Translation, and for purposes of Criticism. By the Rev. |1£NRY 
TRIPP, M.A., Fellow of Worcester College, Oxford. 12mo, cloth, 
2s. 6/f. 

** The selecUon has been made with good taste and judgment'*— CAm^tan 
Bemembrancer, 

** Your particularly useftil little reprint has pleased me much. It ie well 
selected, well edited, well printed— Just what was wanted.*''~i''rom the Bev. 
J, D, ColUt, M.J., Htad^MoHer €tf Brwmgrme School. 
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THE BELL: its Origin, History, and Uses. By the Eev. 
ALFRED 6ATTY, Vicar of Eoclesfield. Second Edition, with 
lUnatrationt, 12ino, 3«. cloth. 

" A new and reTiaed edition of a very varied, leaned, and amusing essay on 
the sutgect of he\\a,**Spectator. 

THE FIEST BOOK OF BOTANY, according to the 
System of Decandolie. By Mrs. LOUDON, Author of ** Instrac 
tions in Gardening," &c. 30 woodcuts. Second Edition, 18mo, 
cloth, If. 



HISTOIRE DE FRANCE, DEPFIS LES GAULES 

JUSQU'AU iBR JANVIER, 1850. Avec des Notes Pour la Tra- 
duction en Anglais. Outrage destine anx Maisons d'Education des 
deux Sexes. Par A. R. DE MONTARCIS et S. A; MATEUR, 
Professenrs de Francais et D'Hlstolre. Crown 8vo, price 3«. 6<f., 
neatly bound in cloth. 

A SHORT AND EASY ACCESS TO THE FRENCH 

LANGUAGE, preceded by a Practical Treatise on French Pronnncia- 
tion, and combining all the advantages of Grammars, Exercises, and 
Dialogues. For Self-Instruction and the use of Schools. By F. L. 
MURGEAUD, late Professor of French at Cheltenham College. 
Third Edition, revised and enlarged, by S. A. MAYEUR, French 
Master of the Stepney Grammar School, in union with King's CoUege, 
London. Price 4#. 



AVENTURES DE TELEMAQUE, par FENELON, with 

Notes by C. J. DELILLE, Professor at Christ's Hospital and the 
City of London School. 12mo, 4«. 6d, This is the first of a Series of 
Foreign Classics, uniform in size and plan with the Grammar School 
Classics. 

** It is quite a rarity to meet with notes on modem foreign authors convey- 
ing so much explanatory information in so small a space, and such excellent 
renderings of idiomatic passages, which, even if easy to translate word for 
word, are not so easy to put into good KngliMh/*^ Atherueum, 



HISTOIBE DE CHAELES XII., par VOLTAIRE. With 
EngUth Notes, by L. DIREY. In tAe Prtu. 

Ttrr. YOUNG LADY'S SCHOOL EECOED. A Re^ster 
dies and Condnct for Half • Tear, on a new plan. 8to, 6tf. 
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A HAND-BOOK FOR WESTMINSTER ABBEY, with 
Fifty-six Embellithmeots on Wood, engrayed by Ladiei, four Etchings 
by D. Cox, Jan., an Illuminated Title representing the Arcades in the 
Chapter House, and a Specimen of the Encaustic Tiles. By FELIX 
SUMMERLY. 12mo, cloth extra, 7«. Boards, 6«. Cheap Edi- 
tions, 6d. and Zd. 

** A volume got up in excellent taste, and written in a right spirit; critical 
so far as oriticlsm could be allowed, but always suggestive, and testing 
opinions by reference to principles. As if to perfect theTnterest of the work, 
its fifty-six illustrative engravings hare all been executed by women; and 
some amateurs. Lady Callcott and Lady Palgrave amongst others, have grace- 
fully contributed drawings, and thus associated their names with their sister 
artists. The work is professedly a guide-book, aud excellent in its way j but 
it is also a handsome volume for a drawing-room table, and worthy an 
honoured place on every lady 's library .«helves.*'~«tf/AeiMei«m. 

HAND-BOOK TO HAMPTON COURT PALACE. Being 

a Guide to the Architecture, Tapestries, Paintings, Gardens, and 
Grounds of Hampton Court; with numerous Embellishments on 
Wood, engraved by Ladies ; and Plans of the Palace and Grounds, 
from Official Surveys. By FELIX SUMMERLY. New Edition, 
numerous Illustrations, 1«. 

** Decidedly the best popular ^ide to the picturesque beauties of Hampton 
Court of any extant. The writer possesses a discriminating judgment in 
matters of art, and a keen relish for the beauties of nature ; and the circula- 
tion of (his pretty little book will contribute to the enjoyment of the visitors, 
and the improvement of public taste.**— &>ec/a/or. 

DAY'S EXCURSIONS TO ERITH. ROCHESTER, AND 

COB HAM, in Kent, with Illustrations and Map ; a Catalogue of the 
Pictures at Cobham Hall, and an Appendix containing the Inscrip- 
tions on the Brasses in Cobham Church, taken from Weeyer, with 
additions and corrections. By FELIX SUMMERLY. I2mo, U, 

HAND-BOOK OF THE NATIONAL GALLERY. Bv 
FELIX SUMMERLY. With Fifty Illustrations drawn expressly 
from the originals by Messrs. John James and William Linnell. 12mo, 
sewed, cheap edition, 6d, 

The representations in this edition of the National Gallery have 
been limited to the smallest practicable scale, varying somewhat ac- 
cording to the character of the pictures. The aim has been to give 
the general character and feeling of the originals, avoiding as of 
secondary importance the ** finish" of modern engravings. They are 
essentially painters' woodcuts, and in that respect their merits are 
analogous to those of painters' etchings. They have been pro- 
nounced by the highest judges to be really excellent works of Art, 
of their class. 

A few copies of the early edition, best impressions. Price Is. 
sewed. 
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" Learned, chatty, asefiiL" — AthencBum, 
Every Saturday, Foolscap 4to., price Ad» ; or stamped, bd. 

NOTES AND aiJEBIES; 

A MEDIUM OF INTBACOMMUNICATION FOB. LITBKABT MEN, ARTISTS, 
ANTiaUARIES, GENEALOGISTS, FHOTOGBAPHBRS, &C. 



Notes and Queries will, it is believed, be foand to bring before 
the general reader every week a yast amount of curious and interesting 
information. It was established for the purpose of furnishing to all 
lovers of Literature a Commonplace-Book, in which they might, on the 
one hand, record for their own use and the use of others those minute 
facts — those elucidations of a doubtful phrase, or disputed -passage — 
those illustrations of an obsolete custom — those scattered biographical 
anecdotes, or unrecorded dates-— which all who read occasionally stiftnble 
upon ; and, on the other, of supplying a medium through which they 
might address those Queries, by which the best informed are sometimes 
arrested in the midst of their labours, in the hope of receiving solutions 
of them from some of their brethren. The success which has attended 
this endeavour to supply a want long felt by literary men is rendered 
manifest by the necessity of permanently enlarging the Paper from 16 to 
24 pages. 

%* For opinions of The Quarterly Review^ AtheiMeum^ Examiner, 
Literary Gazette, Spectator, Dublin Review, &c., as to the utility, &c., 
of Notes and Queries, see Prospectus ; which may be had of the 
publisher, and contains also a list of distinguished Contributors, and of 
the various popular subjects treated by them. 

A Specimen Number tent on receipt of Jive postage stamps. 



NOTES AND QUJIEIES 

is also issued in Monthly Parts, for the convenience of those who may 
either have a difficulty in procuring the unstamped Weekly Numbers, or 
may prefer receiving it monthly : and is also published in Half- Yearly 
Volumes, each with very copious Index. 

Price 10«. 6d. cloth boards. 



BOOKS 

RECENTLY 

PUBLISHED AT CAMBRIDGE, 

SOLD BY 

BELL AND DALDY, 

186, FLEET STREET, LONDON. 



CHRIST IN THE WILDERNESS. Four Sermons. 

Preached before the University in the month of February 1855. 
By the Rev. H. GOODWIN, M.A., Late Fellow of Gonville and 
Cains College, * Minister of St. Edward's, CambridgCi and Hulsean 
Lecturer. 1 2mo.y cloth, is. 

By the same Author. 

FOUR SERMONS. Preached before the Uiiversity of 
Cambridge in the month of November, 1853. 12mo., 4«. 

CONTBNTS. 

1 . The Young Man cleansing his way. 

2. The Young Man in Religious Difficulties. 

3. The Young Man as a Churchman. 

4. The Young Man called by Christ. 

PARISH SERMONS. First Series. New Edition. 12mo., 6*. 

Second Series. New Edition. 12mo„ G». 

Third Series (1855). 12mo., 7». 

SHORT SERMONS at the Celebration of the Lord's Sup- 
per. 12mo., As. 

LECTURES UPON THE CHURCH CATECHISM. 

12mo., it. 

A GUIDE TO THE PARISH CHURCH. Second Edition. 

18mo., 3«. Sd. 
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RATIONAL GODLINESS AFTER THE MIND OF 
CHRIST AND THE WRITTEN VOICE OF HIS CHURCH. 
By ROWLAND WILLIAMS, B.D., Felbw and formerly Tutor of 
King's Collet^e, Cambridge, and Professor of Hebrew at Lampeter. 
Post 8vo., 10«. 6d. Juti publithed, 

THE BENEFIT OF CHRIST'S DEATH: probably written 
by AoNio Palbario : reprinted in Facsimile from the Italian Edition 
of 1543; together with a French Translation printed in 1551 ; from 
Copies in the Library of St. John's College, Cambridge. To which 
is added, an English Version made in 1548, by Edward Courtbnay, 
Edrl of Devonshire, now first edited from a MS. preserved in the 
Library of the University of Cambridge. With an Introduction, by 
CHURCHILL BABINGTON, B.D., F.L.S., Fellow of St. John's 
College, Cambridge, and Member of the Royal Society of Literature. 
Preparing. 

A TREATISE ON THE EPISCOPATE OF THE ANTE- 

NICENE CHURCH (with especial Reference to the Early Position 
of the Roman See). By the Rev. 6. M. GORHAM, M.A., Fellow 
of Trinity College, Cambridge, and Crosse University Scholar. Fcap. 
Bvo., 3#,*6d. 

A HISTORY OF THE ARTICLES OF RELIGION. In- 
eluding, among Qther documents, the X Articles (1536), the XIII 
Articles (1538), the XLII Articles (1552), the XI Articles (1559), 
the XXXIX Articles (1562 and 1571), the Lambeth Articles (1595). 
the Irish Articles (1615), with Illustrations from the Symbolical 
Booics of the Roman and Reformed Communions, and from other 
contemporary sources. By C. HARDWICK, M.A., Fellow and 
Chaplain of St. Catherine's Hall. 8vo., lOf. 6d. 

ROMA RUIT : The Pillars of Rome Broken. Wherein all 
the several Pleas of the Pope's Authority in England are Revised and 
Answered. By F. FULLWOOD, D.D., Archdeacon of Totnesa in 
Devon. Edited, with additional matter, by C. HARDWICK, M.A., 
Fellow of St. Catherine's Hall, Cambridge. 8vo., 10«. 6d. . 



PALMER'S ORIGINES LITURGIC-^E, an Analysis of; 

Antiquities of the English Ritual, and of his Dissertation on Primi- 
tive Liturgies : for the use of Students at the Universities and Candi- 
dates for Holy Orders, who have read the Original Worlc. By W. 
BEAL, LL.D., F.S. A., Vicar of Brooke, Norfolk. 12mo., 3#. 6d. 
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SERMONS POE TOTJNa MEN, preached before the 
University of Cambridge durin(^ the month of February, 1853, by the 
Rev. W. W. HARVEY, late Fellow of King's College, and Rector of 
Buckland, Herts. 8yo., 4«. 

ECCLESI.E ANGLTCANJE VINDEX CATHOLICUS, 

sive Articulorom Ecclesiae An;licanfle cum Scriptis SS. I'atrum nova 
CoUatio, cura 6. W. HARVEY, A.M., Coll. Regal. Socii. 3 vols. 
8vo., 12f. 6d, each. 

SERMONS preached in Lent, 1845, and on several former 
occasions, before the University of Cambridge. By W. H. MILL, 
D.D., Late Regius Professor of Hebrew ia the University of Cam- 
bridgcr 8vo., 12m. 

FOCJE SERMONS preached before the rniversity of Cam- 
bridge, on the Fifth of November, and the Three Sundays preceding 
Advent, in the year 1848. 8vo., 5«. 6d. 

PHRASEOLOGY AND EXPLANATORY NOTES ON 
THE HEBREW TEXT OF THE BOOK OP GENESIS. By the 
Rev. T. PRESTON, M.A., Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 
Crown 8vo., 9«. 6d, 

A DISCOURSE ON THE STUDIES OE THE UNI- 
VERSITY OF CAMBRIDGE. By A. SEDGWICK, M.A., F.R.S., 
Fellow of Trinity College, and Woodwardian Professor, Cambridge. 
The Fifth edition, with Additions and a copious Preliminary Disser- 
tation. 8vo. 12«. Gd, 

SERMONS preached in the Chapel of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. By W. W HE WELL, D,D,y Master.of the College. 8vo., 
10«. Gd. 

THE GREEK TESTAMENT: with a Critically Revised 
Text ; a Digest of various Readings ; Marginal References to Verbal 
and Idiomatic Usage ; Prolegomena ; and a Critical and Exegetical 
Commentary. For the use of Theological Students and Ministers. 
By H. ALFORD, M.A., late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 
In 3 vols. 

Vol. I., 2nd Edition, containing the Four Gospels, II. 12«. 
Vol. II., 2nd Edition, containing the Acts of the Apostles, the 
Epistles to the Romans and Corinthians, 1/. 4«. 



4 BOOKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED AT CAMBBIDGE, 

BP BUTLER'S THREE SERMONS ON HUMAN 

NATURE, and Ditteitation on Virtue. Edited by W. WHEWELL, 
D.D.. Matter of Trinity College, Cambridge. With a Preface and a 
Syllabna of the Work. Third Edition. Fq>. Svo., 3«. 6d. 

BP. BUTLER'S SIX SERMONS on MORAL SUBJECTS. 

A Seqael to the '* Three Serroons on Human Nature." Edited by 
W. WHEW ELL. D.D., with a Preface and a Syllabus of the Work. 
Fcp. 8to., 3«. 6d. 

THE HISTORY AND THEOLOGY OF THE ''THREE 

CREEDS." By the Rev. W. W. HARVEY. M.A., Rector of Bock- 
land, Herts., and late Fellow of King's College, Cambridge. 2 vols. 
Post 8to., 14«. 

AN HISTORICAL AND EXPLANATORY TREATISE 
ON THE BOOK OP COMMON PRAYER. By the Rev. W. G. 
HUMPHREY, B.D., late Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, 
Examining Chaplain to the Lord Bishop of London. Post 8vo., 7m. 6d. 

THE PROTAGORAS OE PLATO. The Greek Text. 

Edited, with English Notes, by WILLIAM WAYTE, B.A., Fellow 
of King's College, Cambridge, and Assistant-Master at Eton. 8vo., 
5«. 6d. 

A TREATISE ON HANNIBAL'S PASSAGE OF THE 

ALPS. In which his Route is traced over the Little Mont Cenis. 
With Maps. By R. ELLIS, B.D., Fellow of St. John's College, 
Cambridge. 8vo., 7m. 6d, 

ANNOTATIONS ON THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. 

Designed principally for the use of Candidates for the Ordinary B.A. 
Degree, Students for Holy Orders, &c., with College and Senate- 
House Examination Papers. By T. R. MASKEW, M.A., of Sidney 
Sussex College, Cambridge ; Head-Master of the Grammar School, 
Dorchester. Second Edition, enlarged. 12mo., 5«. 

AN ANALYSIS OF THE EXPOSITION OF THE 

CREED, written by the Right Reverend Father in God, J.PEARSON, 
D.D., late Lord Bishop of Chester. Compiled, with somA additional 
matter occasionally interspersed, for the use of the Students of 
Bishop's College, Calcutta. Third Edition, revised and corrected. 
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DISSEETATIONS OiST THE EUMENIDES OF JSS- 
CHYLUS : with Critical Remarks and an Appendix, Translated from 
the German of C. O. Mullbr. Second Edition. 6«. 6d. 



DEMOSTHENES DE EALSA LEGA.TIONE. By R. 

SHILLETO, M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge, and Classical Lec- 
turer at King's College. Second Edition, carefully rcTised. 8vo., 
8«. 6d, 



DEMOSTHENES, Translation of Select Speeches of; with 
Notes. By C. R. KENNEDY, M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge. 
12mo., 9«. 



FOLIOErM SILVULA: a Selection of Passages for 
Translation into Greek and Latin Verse, mainly from the Univefsity 
and College Examination Papers. Edited by H. A. HOLDEN, M.A., 
Vice- Principal of CbeUenham College, Fellow and late Assistant 
Tutor of Trinity College, Cambridge* Post 8vo., 7#. 



FOLIOEUM CENTURI-^E. Selections for Translation 

into Latin and Greek Prose, chiefly from the University and College 
Examination Papers. Edited by H. A. HOLDEN, M.A., Vice-Prin. 
cipal of Cheltenham College, Fellow and late Assistant Tutor of 
Trinity College, Cambridge. Post 8vo., 7«. 



PROPBRTirS. With English Notes, a Preface on the 
State of Latin Scholarship, and copious Indices. By F. A. PALEY, 
Editor of iGschylus. 8to., lOs. 6d, 



ARUNDINES CAMI. Sive Musarum Cantabrigiensium 
Lusus Canori ; collegit atque edidit H. DRURY, A.M. Editio quarta. 
8vo., 12«. 



DEMOSTHENES' SELECT PRIVATE ORATIONS, 

after the Text of Dindorf, with the various Readings of Reiske and 
Bekkkr. With English Notes, by the Rev. C. T. PENROSE, M.A. 
For the use of Schools. Second Edition. 4«. 



6 BOOKS RECENTLT PUBLISHED AT CAMBRIDGE, 

THE APOLOGY OF TEETULLIAN. With English 

Notes, and a Preface, intended as an Introduction to the Study of 
Patristical and Ecclesiastical Latinity. Second edition. By H. A. 
WOODHAM, LL.D., Late Fellow of Jesus College, Cambridge. 
8yo , 8«. 6d, 

PASSAGES IN PEOSE AND VEKSE PEOM ENGLISH 

AUTHORS for Translation into Greek and Latin; together with 
.selected Passages from Greek and Latin Authors for Translation into 
English : forming a regular course of Exercises in Classical Composi- 
tion. By the Rev. H. ALFORD, M.A., late FeUoiv of Trinity Col- 
lege, Cambridge. 8vo.j 6«. 

YnEPIAIIS RATA AHMOS0ENOYS. The Oration of Hy- 
perides against Demosthenes, respecting the Treasure of Harpalus. 
The Fragments of the Greek Text, now first edited from the Facsimile 
of the MS. discovered at Egyptian Thebes in 1847 ; together with 
other Fragments of the same Oration cited in Ancient Writers. 
With a Preliminary Dissertation and Notes, and a Facsimile of a 
portion of the MS. By C. BABINGTON, M.A., Fellow of St. John's 
College, Cambridge. 4to., 6«. 6(2. 

VAEEONIANrS. A Critical and Historical Introduction 

to the Philological Study of the Latin Language. By the Rev. J. W. 
DONALDSON, D.D., Head-Master of Bury School, and formerly 
Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. Second edition, considerably 
enlarged. 8vo., 14«. 

EUEIPIDIS ALCESTIS. Ad fidem Manuscriptorum ac 

veterum editionum emendavit et Annotationibns instmxit J. H. 
MONK, S.T.P., Grscarum Literarum apud Cantabrigienses dim 
Professor Regius. Editio Septima. Bvo., 4«. 6d, 

EUEIPIDIS HIPPOLTTUS COE0NIFEE. Ad fidem 

Manuscriptorum ac veterum editionum emendavit et Annotationibns 
instruxit J. H. MONK, S.T.P. Editio quinta, recensita et emendata. 
Bvo., 5«. 

EUEIPIDIS TEAGCEDI^ Priores Quator, ad fidem 

Manuscriptorum emendatse et brevibus Notis emendationnm potissi- 
mum rationes reddentibus instructee. Edidit. R. PORSON, ArM. 
&c., recensuit suasque notulas subjecit J. SCHOLEFIELD. Editio 
tertia. 8vo., 10*. 6rf. 
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SCHLEIEEMACHEE'S INTEODTJCTIONS TO THE 
DIALOGUES OF PLATO. Translated from the German by 
W. DOBSON, M.A., Fellow of Trinitj College, Cambridge. 8vo., 
12«. 6d. 

GEEEK TEAaiC SENAEII, Progreasive Exercises in, 
followed by a Selection from the Greek Verses of Shrewsbury Siiiool, 
and prefaced by a short Accoant of the Iambic Metre and Style of 
Greek Tragedy. Bj the Rev. B. H. KENNEDY, D.D., Prebendary 
of Lichfield, and Head Master of Shrewsbury School. For the use 
of Schools and Private Students. Second edition, altered and re- 
vised. Svo.. 8«. 

M. A. PLAUTI MENJECHMEI. Ad fidem Codicum qui 

in Bibliotheca Musei Britannici e zstant aliorumque nonnullorum recen- 
suit, Notisqae et Glossario locuplete instruzit, J. HILDYARD, A.M., 
etc. Editio altera. 8vo., 7«. 6d, 

COENELII TACITI OPEEA. Ad Codices antiquisaimos 
ezacta et emendata, Commentario critico et ezegetico illustrata. 
Editit F. RITTER, Prof, Bonnensis. 4 vols. 8vo., 1/. 8*. 
A few copies printed on thick vellum paper, imp. 8vo., 4/. 49. 

THEOCEITUS. Codicum Manuscriptorum ope recensuit 
et emendavit C. WORDSWORTH, S.T.P., Scholse Harroviensis Ma- 
gister, nuper Coll. SS. Trin. Cant. Socius et Academise Orator Pub- 
liens. 8vo. 13«. 6d. 

A few copies on larob paper. 4to., 1/. 10«. 

A COLLECTION OF PEOBLEMS in Illustration of tU 
PRINCIPLES OF THEORETICAL MECHANICS, By W. 
WALTON, M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge. Second Edition. 
Preparing. 

A COLLECTION OF PEOBLEMS in Illustration of the 
PRINCIPLES OF THEORETICAL HYDROSTATICS and HY- 
DRODYNAMICS. By W. WALTON, M.A., Trinity CoUege, Cam- 
bridge. 8vo., 10«.' 6d, 

A MANUAL OF THE DIFFEEENTIAL CALCULUS. 

With Simple Examples. By HOMERSHAM COX, B.A., Jesus 
College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo., 4«. 



8 BOOKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED AT CAMBRIDGE, 

NEWTON'S PEINCIPIA, the First Three Sections of, 

with an Appendix ; and the Ninth and Eleventh Sections. Edited 
by the Rev. J. H. EVANS, M.A., late Fellow of St. John's College, 
and Head Master of Sedburgh Grammar School. Fourth Edition. 
Svo., 6«. Ju8t published. 

A COLLECTION OF PEOBLEMS in Illustration of the 
PRINCIPLES OF THEORETICAL MECHANICS. By W. WAL- 
TON, M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge. Second Edition. Preparing. 

A COLLECTION OF PEOBLEMS in Illustration of the 
PRINCIPLES OP THEORETICAL HYDROSTATICS and HY- 
DRODYNAMICS. By W. WALTON, M.A., Trinity College, 
Cambridge. 8vo., I0«. 6<f. 

A TEEATISE ON THE DIFFEEENTIAL CAL- 
CULUS. By W. WALTON, M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge. 
8vo., I0«. M. 

PEOBLEMS IN ILLUSTEATION OF THE PEIN- 

CIPLES OF PLANE COORDINATE GEOMETRY. By W. 
WALTON, M.A., Trinity College, Cambridge. 8vo., 16*. , 

THE ELEMENTS OF ALGEBEA. By the Eev. J. 
HIND, M.A., F.P.S., & F.R.A.S., late Fellow and Tutor of Sidney 
Sussex College, Cambridge. Sixth edition. Revised and reduced to 
10*. U. 

THE PEINCIPLES AND PEACTICE OF AEITH- 

METIC, comprising the Nature and Use of Logarithms, with the 
Computations employed by Artificers^ Gagers, and Land Surveyors, 
designed for the use of Students. Seventh edition. 12mo., 4*. 6(/. 
boards. 

A KEY TO THE AEITHMETIC, with ah Appendix 
consisting of Questions for Examination in all the Rules of Arithme- 
tic. Second edition. In the Press. 

^NTS OF PLANE AND gPHEEICAL 
TRY, with the Nature and Properties of Log^larithms 
:tloa and use of Mathematical Tables. Fifth edition, 
'mo.; boards, 6*. 
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THE PEINCIPLES AND PEACTICE OF AEITH- 

METICAL ALGEBRA : Established upon strict methods of Ma- 
thematical Reasoning, and Illustrated by Select Examples proposed 
daring the last Thirty Years in the University of Cambridge. De- 
signed for the use of Students. By the Rey. J. HIND, M.A., F.P.S., 
and F.R.A.S., Ute Fellow and Tutor of Si4ney Sussex College, Cam- 
bridge. Third Edition. 12mo., 5«. 

THE PEINCIPLES OE THE DIFFEEENTIAL CAL- 
CULUS. Second edition. 8to., 16«. boards. 

AN ELEMENTAET COITESE OF MATHEMATICS, 

designed principally for Students of the University of Cambridge. 
By the Rev. HARVEY GOODWIN, M.A. Fpurth Edition. 8vo., 
15#. 

ELEMENTAET STATICS, desired chiefly for the use of 
Schools. Crown 8vo., 6f . 

ELEMENTAET DTNAMICS, designed chiefly for the 
use of Schools. Crown 8vo.« 5«. 

*«* The two books bound together, 10«. 6d, 

A COLLECTION OF PEOBLEMS AND EXAMPLES, 

adapted to the *' Elementary Course of Mathematics." With an 
Appendix, containing the Questions proposed during the first Three 
Days of the Senate-House Examinations in the Years 1848, 1849. 
1850, and 1851. Second Edition. 8vo., 6«. 

AN ELEMENTAET TEEATI8E ON PLANE COOE. 

DINATE GEOMETRY, with its Application to Curves of the 
Second Order. By the Rev. W. SCOTT, Mathematical Lecturer, 
Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge. Crown 8Vo., 5«. 6d. 

CAMBEIDGE TNIVEESITT CALENDAE for 1855, 
(Continued Annually.) 12mo., cloth, 6«. 6d, 

CAMBEIDGE TNIVEESITT ALMANAC for the Tear 
1855. Embellished with a Line Engraving, by Mr. E. RAD- 
CLYFFK, of a View of Trinity College Library and St. John's 
College New Buildings, Arom a Drawing by B. RUDGE. (Con- 
tinued Annually.) 5«. 



10 BOOKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED AT CAMBRIDGE, 

SERMONS, DOCTRINAL AND PRACTICAL. By the 
Rev. WILLIAM ARCHER BUTLER, M.A., late Professor of 
Moral Philosophy in the University of Dablin. Fdited. with a 
Memoir of the Author's Life, by the Rev. THOMAS Vi OODWARD, 
M.A., Vicar of MuUingar. With Portrait. Third EditicD, 8vo. 
cloth lettered, 12«. 

A SECOND SERIES OF SERMONS. By the Rev. 
WILLIAM ARCHER BUTLER, M.A., late Professor of Moral 
Philosophy in the University of Dablin. Edited, from the Author's 
Manuscripts, by J. A. JEREMIE, D.D., Regius Professor of 
Divinity in the University of Cambridge. Jn the Pre88, 

LETTERS ON ROMANISM, in Replj to Mr. Newman's 

Essay on Development. By the Rev. WILLIAM ARCHER 
BUTLER, M.A», late Professor of Moral Philosophy in the Univer- 
sity of Dublin. 8vo. cloth, 10«. 6d, 

CAMBRIDGE IN THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY : 

Part I. containing— Lives of NICHOLAS FERRAR. Fellow of 
Clare Hall. By HIS BROTHER JOHN, and by DR. JEBB. 
Edited, with Notes, from the MSS. in the Public Library and in St. 
John's College, by J. E. B. MAYOR, M.A., Fellow and Assistant 
Tutor of St. John's College. Fcp. 8vo. 78. 6d. 

VILLAGE SERMONS. By the Right Rev. JOHN 
WILLIAM COLENSO, D,D., Bishop of Natal. Second edition. 
Fcp. 8vo. cloth, 28. 6d. 

SELECT READINGS ON THE HOLY COMMUNION. 

By the Right Rev. JOHN WILLIAM COLENSO, D.D., Bishop of 
Natal. Stiff cover 1 8. ; cloth, lettered, 28. 6d. 

THE FIRST THREE SECTIONS OF NEWTON'S 
PRINCIPIA. With Notes and Problems in illustration of the sub- 
ject. By PERCIVAL FROST, M.A., late Fellow of St. John's 
College, Cambridge, and Mathematical Lecturer of Jesus College. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 10«. 6d. 

rnxxwr^^i^T^^gg^ Book VI. The Greek Text, and English 
a Map of Syracuse. By PERCIVAL FROST, Jun., 
^ellow of St, John's College, Cambridge. 8vo. cloth, 
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A HISTOEY OP THE CHEftTIAlSr CHUECH, 

during the Middle Ages. By the Rev. CHARLES HARDWICK, 
M.A., Fellow of St. Catharine's Hall, and late Cambridge Preacher at 
the Chapel Royal, Whitehall; Author of *' A History of the XXXIX. 
Articles." With Four Maps constructed for this work by A. KEITH 
JOHNSTON, Esq. Crown 8vo. cloth, 10«. ^d. 

EXEECITATIONES lAMBICAE ; or. Progressive Exer- 

cises in Greek Iambic Verse. To which are prefixed, the Rules of 
Greek Prosody, with copious Notes and Illustrations of the Exercises. 
By E. R. HUMPHREYS, LL.D., Head Master of the Cheltenham 
Grammar SchooL Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 5«. 6d, 

JUVENAL : chiefly from the Text of Jahn. With English 
Notes for the Use of Schools. By J. E. B. MAYOR, M.A., Fellow 
of St. John's College, Cambiidge. Crown 8vo. cloth, 10«. M. 

"WESTWAED HO!" heing the Voyages and Adrentures of 
Sir Amyas Leigh, of Burrow, County of Devon, in the Reign of Queen 
Elizabeth of glorious memory. By the Rev. C. KINGSLEY, Rector 
of Eversley. 3 vols., 1/. lU, 6d. 

ALEXANDEIA AND HEE SCHOOLS: heing Four 

Lectures delivered at the Philosophical Institution, Edinburgh. With 
a Preface. By Rev. C. KINGSLEY, Canon of Middleham, and 
Rector of Everslej ; Ajithor of *' Phaethon." Crown 8vo. cloth, 5«. 

PHABTHON ; or. Loose Thoughts for Loose Thinkers. By 
the Rev. CHARLES KINGSLEY, Canon of Middleham, and RectoV 
of Eversley ; Author of ** The Saint's Tragedy,'' &c. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. boards, 2«. 

THE DOCTEINE OF SACEIFICE DEDUCED EEOM 

THE SCRIPTURES. With a Dedicatory Letter to the Young Men's 
Christian Association. By FREDERICK DENISON MAURICE, 
M.A., Chaplain of Lincoln's Inn. Crown 8vo. cloth, 78, 6(f. 



LECTUEES ON THE ECCLESIASTICAL HISTOEY 

OF THE FIRST AND SECOND CENTURIES. By FREDERICK 
DENISON MAURICE, M.A., Chaplain of Lincoln's Inn. 8vo. 
cloth, 10«. 6d, 



12 BOOKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED AT CAMBRTDGE, 

THE PBOPHETS \ND KINGS OF THE OLD TES- 
TAMENT. By FREDERICK DENISON MAURICE, M.A.; 
Chaplain of Lincoln's Inn. Crown 8vo. Second Edition. 10«. 6d, 

LEARNING AND WORKING. By FREDERICK 
DENISON MAURICE, M.A., Chaplain of Lincoln's Inn. Crown 
8to. doth, 08. 

THEOLOGICAL ESSAYS. By FREDERICK DENISON 
MAURICE; M.A., Chaplain of Lincoln's Inn. Second Edition, with 
a new Preface and other addiiions. Crown 8vo. cloth, 10«. 6<2. 

SALLUST. The Latin Text, with English Notes. By 
CHARLES MERIVALE, B.D., late Fellow and Tntor of St. John^s 
College, Cambridge, &c. Author of a '* History of Rome," &c. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, bs, 

THE OCTAVIUS OF MINUCIUS FELIX. Translated 
into English by LORD HAILBS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3«. 6i. 

ELEMENTARY MECHANICS. Accompanied hy nume- 
rons Examples soUed Geometrically. By J. B. PHEAR, M.A., 
Fellow and Mathematical Lecturer of CUre Hall, Cambridge. 8vo. 
cloth, lOf. ed» 

ELEMENTARY HYDROSTATICS. Accompanied by 
numerous Examples. By J. B. PHEAR, M.A., Fellow and Ma- 
thematical Lecturer of Clare Hall, Cambridge. Crown 8to. cloth, 
59. 6d. 

A HISTORY OF THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER : 

with a Rationale of its Offices. By the Rev. FRANCIS PROCTER, 
M.A., Ute Fellow of St. Catharine Hall, and Vicar of Witton, Nor- 
folk. Crown 8vo. cloth, lOs, Gd, 

AN ELEMENTARY TREATISE ON CONIC SEC. 

TIONS AND ALGEBRAICAL GEOMETRY. With a numerous 
collection of Easy Examples progressively arranged, especially de- 
signed for the use of Schools and Beginners. By G. H A LE PUCKLE, 
M.A.., St. John's College, Cambridge, Mathematical Master in the 
™ — ^ Institution School, Liverpool. Crown 8vo., cloth, 7*. 6d. 

TORATION OF BELIEF. Complete in One 

own 8vo. cloth, 8f . 6d, 
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THE CATECHISrS MANUAL; or, the Church Gate- 
chiam iUastratod and eiplained. By the Rev. ARTHUR RAMSAY, 
M.A., of Triaity College, Cambridge. 18mo., doth, 3f . 6d, 

THE WOEK OF CHEIST IN THE WOELD. Four 
SermooB, preached before the University of Cambridge, on the Poor 
Sundays preceding the Advent of our Lord, 1854. By G. A. 
SELWYN, D.D., Bishop of New Zealand, and formerly Fellow of 
St. John*8 College. Third edition. Crown Bvo., 2t. 

AEITHMETIC AND ALGEBEA, in their Principles and 

and Application : with numerous systematically arranged Examples, 
taken from the Cambridge Examination Papers. With especial 
reference to the ordinary Examination for B.A. Degree. By 
BARNARD SMITH, M.A., Fellow of St. Peter's College, Cam- 
bridge. Crown 8vo., cloth, 10«. 6d. 

AEITHMETIC FOE THE USE OF SCHOOLS. By 
BARNARD SMITH, M.A., Fellow of St. Peter's College. Crown 
8vo., cloth, 4f . 6d. 

THE ELEMENTS OF PLANE AND SPHEEICAL 

TRIGONOMETRY. Greatly improved and e ilarged. By J. C. 
SNOWBALL, M.A., Feliow of St. John's College, Cambridge. A 
new and cheaper (the Eighth) edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, 7«. 6d, 

A TEEATISE ON THE DIFFEEENTIAL CAL- 
CULUS; and the Elements of the Integral Calculus. With nume- 
rous Examples. By I. TODHUNTER, M.A., Fellow and AssisUnt 
lutor of St John's College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo., cloth, 10«. ^d, 

A TEEATISE ON ANALYTICAL STATICS, with 
numerous Examples. By I. TODHUNTER, M. A., Fellow and Tutor 
of St. John's College, Cambridge. Crown 8vo., cloth, 10«. 6d. 

A TEEATISE ON PLANE CO-OEDINATE OEO- 

METRY, wiih numerous examples. By L TODHUNTER, M.A., 
Fellow and Assistant Tutor of St. John's College, Cambridge. 

SYNONYMS OF THE NEW TESTAMENT. By 
RICHARD CHENEVIX TRENCH, M.A., Vicar of Itchenstoke, 
Hants, Professor of Divinity, King's College, London, and Examining 
Chaplain to the Bishop of Oxford. Second edition, revised. Fcp. 8vo., 
cloth, 5«. 



14 BOOKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED AT CAMBRIDGE, 

HULSEAN LECTUEES, FOE 1846-46. Third edition. 
CoNTKNTS. 1. — The Fitness of the Holy Scriptures for unfoldiDg 
the Spiritusl Life of Mao. 2. — Christ the Desire of all Nations ; or, 
the Unconscious Prophecies of Heatheodom. Bj RICHARD 
CHENEVIK TRENCH, M.A., Vicar of Itchen«toke, Hants, Pro. 
fessor of Divinity, King's College, London, and Examining Chaplain 
to the Bishop of Oxford. Fcp. 8vo., cloth, 5«. 

CLASSICAL AND SACRED PHILOLOGY. Nos. I., 

II. y III., and IV. ; also Vol. I., price 129. 6d., already published. 
*,ic* Three Numbers published annually, at 4«. each. 

CLERICAL PAPERS, ON THE MINISTERIAL DU- 
TIES, and Management of a Parish; edited by the Rev. W. H. 
PINNOCK, LL.D. Now publishing on the First of erery other 
Month. Price One Shilling each Number. 

No. I. Curacy with a Title, Ordination, &c., with Hints 
and Instructions. — No. II. Priest's Orders, and the Stipbndiar,y 
Curate ; with Hints and Instructions. — Nos. III., IV. The Legal 
Enactments affecting the Stipendiary Curate. — No. V. Lec- 
turers, Chaplains, Clerks-in-Orders and Readers, with the 
Laws and Usages. — No. VI. The Officiating Minister, and the 
Laws of the Litargy. — No. VII. The Sunday and Week-Day 
Services ; and the Statute'Laws of the Sunday. — No. VIII. Holy- 
Days, Division of Services, &c., and Rites, and Ceremonies. — 
No. IX. Order and Decorum in Public Worship, with the Statute 
Laws. — No. X. Place of the Minister, and Ornaments and 
Goods of the Church. — No. XI. Bells and Bbll-Ringers : Ser- 
vice-Books, &c. — No. XII. Communion-Tablb, and its Furniture. 
— No. XIII. Communion Plate. Credence-Table, Font, &c. 
— No. XIV. Lecterns, Lights, and Laws of MonumeniSi and 
Gravestonei, — No. XV. Organs and Organists. Control over the 
Organist and Singing. — No. XVI. Sedilia and Altar-Chairs — 
Table of Benefactions — Table of Levitical Degrees, Ten 
Commandments — Terrier, &c., with the Laws and Usage. — 
Nos. XVII.. XVIIL, XIX. The Ecclesiastical Vestments, St.. 
&c. — No. XX. Titles and Indexes to aboTe. 

\* Fifteen Numbers of the above are put into 3 vols. ; each vol. may 
be had separately, at 5f . 6d, per voL 

A FIRST COURSE OF MATHEMATICS. Comprising 

Arithmetic, Algebra, Statics, and Hydrostatics, as required for the 
Ordinary B.A. Degree. With Examples and a Key. By the Rev. 
J. HATTERSLEY, M.A., St. John's College, Cambridge. 8vo., 
bds., Sm, 
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AN EASY, PRACTICAL HEBREW GRAMMAR; with 
Exercises for Translation from Hebrew into English, and from 
English into Hebrew. To which is attached, The Fountains of 
Salvation ; being a Translation, with Notes, Critical and Ex- 
planatory, of Isaiah liii. Also, a KEY to the EXERCISES. By 
the Rev. P. H. MASON, M.A., Fellow, and Hebrew Lecturer of 
St. John's College, Cambridge ; and HERMANN HEDWIG BER- 
NARD, Hebrew Teacher in the University, Cambridge. Price of the 
complete work, in 2 vols. 8vo., 28«. 



COMPENDIUM THEOLOGICUM; or, Manual for Stu- 
dents in Theology. Containing a Concise History of the MedisBval 
Church — the Reformation — the Church of England — the English 
Liturgy and Bible — and the XXXIX Articles, with Scripture Proofs 
and Explanations. Intended for those preparing for Theological 
Examinations, with Examination Papers. By a CLERGYMAN. 
18mo., bds., is. 6d, 

NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY; an Analysis of. Em- 
bracing the Criticism and Interpretation of the Original Text. With 
Questions for Examination. By the Rev. W. H. PINNOCK, LL.D. 
Fourth edition. 18 mo., bds., 4«. 



SCRIPTURE HISTORY ; Analysis of. Intended- for Read- 

era of Old Testament History. With Examination Questions. 
By the Rev. W. H. PINNOCK, LL.D. Seventh Edition. 18mo., 
bds., 2«. 6d. 

ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY ; an Analysis of. From the 
Birth of Christ to the Council of Nice, a.d. 32.*). With Examination 
Questions. By the Rey. W. H. PINNOCK, LL.D. Fourth edition. 
18mo., bds., 3<. 6d. 

THE HISTORY OF THE REFORMATION; an Analysis 

of. With the prior and subsequent History of the English Church. 
With Examination Questions. By the Rev. W. H. PINNOCK, LL.D. 
Third Edition. 18mo., bds., U. %d. 



A SHORT OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY; or, Scripture 
Facts. With Questions for Schools. By the Rev. W. H. PIN- 
NOCK, LL.D. 18mo., bds., 2«. 



16 BOOKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED AT CAMBRIDGE. 

XXXIX ARTICLES OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND; 
QuestioDS and ADSwers on the. By the Rev. W. TROLLOPE, M.A. 
Third edition. 18mo., bds., 2«. 6(2. 

PEARSON ON THE CREED ; an Analysis of. With Ex- 
amination Qaestions. By the Rev. J. GORLE, M.A. Second 
edition. 18mo., bds., is, id» 

THE ELEMENTS OF MECHANICS AND HYDRO- 
STATICS. With nnmerouB Examples. Designed chiefly for those 
who are Candidates for the Ordinary B. A. Degree. By the Rev. 
■8. F. WILLIAMS, M.A. 12mo., bds., 5«. 

THE PROBLEMS AND RIDERS set in the First Three 

Days of the January Examination for Cambridge B.A. Degree, 1853, 
with their Solutions. By £. WALKER, M.A., late Fellow and 
Assistant Tutor of Trinity College, Cambridge. 8vo., sewed, 2«. 6d. 

SENATE-HOUSE EXAMINATION PAPERS, (LITTLE- 
GO,) in Old Testament Histciry, Paley's Evidences, Greek Testament, 
and Arithmetic, given in the Lent Terms, 1845, 1846, 1847, 1848, 
1849, 1851, 1852. 12mo., sewed, U, each. 

EXAMINATION PAPERS, Senate-House, in the Acts of 
the Apostles, Arithmetic and Algebra, Euclid, Mechanics and Hydro- 
statics, and Paley's Philosophy ; which have been given to the Candi- 
dates for B.A. Degrees, 1841 to 1848 and 1850. 12mo., sewed, 
If. 6d, each. 

EXAMINATION PAPERS, Voluntary Theological, as given 
in October, 1843, 1844, 1845, 1846, 1847, 1848, 1849, 1850, 1851, 
1852, 1853, 1854. 12mo , sewed, 6d, each. 

A NEW ANALYSIS OF BUTLER S ANALOGY. By 
^Jtfae Rev. J. GORLE, M.A., Rector of Whatcote. In the press. 



